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What is a feature? A wordy article, to be sure, but a 
feature is also a distinct facet of the face, or a broader 
aspect of the whole. So when looking for a feature to be 
featured in Private Suite Magazine, we must read beyond 
the lines and ask: does this piece merely observe the 
vaporwave community, or does it shine the headfirst light 
of a spelunker into this vast body of work, revealing the 
ligaments that lurk beneath the ligature? 


For vaporwave has long predicted an aqueous future, 
where mind and body flow singularly through assimilated 
slipstreams of reality and virtuality. And this community 
has done well to transcend its own expressive origins, 
piping winds of change through its delicate organs to make 
musical lifeblood, from which the arms of writers, eyes of 
artists, and countless creative minds have since sprouted. 


The vaporwave community is living and breathing, and 
Private Suite Magazine is proud to be somewhat of an 
organic historian, floating through this innard circle as a 
limber backbone for budding journalists, designers, and 
undersung producers to stand tall—and share their outsider 


art with a wider world. 
So please, crack this spine a little wider and taste the 


marrow within. We hope once the blood’s on your hands, 
you'll want to paint with it, too. 


-deliriously...daniel 
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Date Artist Location Genre Price Organizer Type 

4/5 Funkmammoth, Bonus St. Louis, MO Lo-Fi $10 Vaporspace STL Concert 
Points, Sound Market, Virtual @Benton Park Cafe Vaportrap, 
Euphoria Vaporwave 

4/24 George Clanton, Beach San Antonio, TX Vaporwave $28+ Margin Walker Tour 
Fossils, Why Bonnie @Paper Tiger 

5/22 Blank Banshee London, England, UK Vaportrap £20 The Columbo Tour 

@xoYo Group 
7/6 Timecop1983, FM Attack, Toronto, Ontario, CA Synthwave $30-$116 Musigooroo Festival 


Kalax, Michael Oakley, Dana = @Mod Club Theatre 
Jean Phoenix, Parallels, 


Mecha Maiko....plus cult movie 
Turbo Kid ft. music by 
Le Matos 
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News 
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SYNTHWAVE CULTURE 


OLS Wile tS 


BY: MIRO KRAMAR 


Synthwave culture is growing. As people from 
all walks of life embrace it, small events and DJ 
crews are organizing their own synthwave parties 
and events. Whether the events keep a local focus 
or host larger, well-known artists, the flyers and 
design make sure you're preparing for a night of 
driving, danceable beats. 


The Nightcall crew was established in 2016, 
and they organize synthwave parties in Bratislava, 
Slovakia. Private Suite Magazine attended their 
sixth party, which hosted Carbon Killer (FR), 
and Hungarian artists Lazerpunk, Megahit and 
Gridspace as their headliners. 


The party took place in Re:fresh, a club in the 
centre of Bratislava. The club is a great choice to 
host such a party as it’s located in the heart of the 
city, and the underground dance floor seems made 
for the futuristic, pumped up synths that kept it 





PHOTOGRAPHY 


LEDERMAUS 


full all night. Overall, the atmosphere of the club went 
hand-in-hand with the event, making it very familiar and 
friendly. The Nightcall crew is also very detail-oriented 
about the décor of the club, We really enjoyed the TV 
art performance and indie gaming spot on the 1st 
floor. The light show during the performance of Carbon 
Killer was just mind-blowing, and the whole club was 
well prepared for this party. Each Nightcall event also 
comes with special printed comics created just for the 
occasion by Slovak artist Eniac. The comics usually sell 
out very quickly at the beginning of the event, due to 
the exclusivity and unique art style on offer. 





The party was opened by Lazerpunk, a Hungarian 
artist, and we must admit we were surprised by how well 
he tackled being the night's opening act. Normally, you 
would expect a slow start to the party, with long intros to 
slowly ease into the synthwave atmosphere. This was, 
however, not the case with Lazerpunk. His energetic 
nature accounted for him starting the set with a straight- 
out tough synthwave track that almost immediately 
moved the crowd. He was trying to get the people 
excited about the party itself and the little pogo that 
he made by jumping into the crowd during the popular 
track "BLACK LAMBO" was the peak of his set—a truly 
amazing, energetic and hyped party starter. 





Then came time for our personal favorite act of the 


night: Carbon Killer's show was like nothing we have 
ever seen before. We knew that they played live guitar, 
drums and synths but we did not expect this level 

of energy. From the audience's reaction it was clear 
that they were very skilled at creating a thrilling live 
experience. And come on, whatis cooler.than playing 
live synthwave with neon guitar? Carbon Killer played a 
great set, complete with a unique laser show. Here's to 
hoping we can see them return to Bratislava. 





News 





The night continued with Gridscape. Honestly, this performance 
could have been the first as it would have been a smoother 
introduction to the genre, even for the uninitiated. Turns out, 
that was the original plan, but the timetable changed because 
Lazerpunk and Carbon Killer had to leave early for their next stop 
of the tour in Belgium. Despite everything, Gridscape kept the 
atmosphere up with live vocals and live guitar. It was during this 
performance we started wondering why all the synthwave DJs 
we've seen must have some kind of mask on their face while 
playing, and we have yet to come to a conclusion. Perhaps it is just 
a part of the show and a means to attract audience to live acts. 


The night was still young, the performances were entertaining, 
the atmosphere was very friendly and If you were not playing indie 
games upstairs or killing it on the dance floor, you could just have 
had a nice conversation with the people that came here to have 
fun and enjoy the scene. That is something that we really like 
during Nightcall parties—the community and atmosphere have 
you wishing they put on events more often than what their current 
schedule offers (just four times a year). At least for tonight, there 
was still more synthwave to be had. 



















The final act of the night was Megahit. His set was powerful 
and proved the Nightcall crew’s ability to pick the right mix of 
artists for their event. After him, the Nightcall crew's very own 
Daniel Jackson, Synthmage, Computerboy and Thrivefool 
took over the DJ booth and closed out the night, partying 
until 5:00 am. 


If you want to experience live synthwave, a Nightcall party 
is a one-of-a-kind experience, giving you a chance to see and 
hear up-and-coming acts from the synthwave scene. Definitely 
worth a visit if you're in the area! 





Wanna know more about Nightcall parties? 
Check them out here: 
https://www.facebook.com/nightcallsk/ 
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this movement has legs 


The February 14th show brought together Yung Bae, Night 
Tempo, Aritus, Flamingosis and Swum, while the series’ 
March 21st show in Brooklyn, New York saw the first three 
producers joined by FrankJavCee as well. Presale tickets are 
available for a third round in Los Angeles on July 6th featuring 
the return of Flamingosis and the series debut of Party Pupils 
With a teased fourth show that could be announced by the 
time you read this, Yung Bae has been very busy. 


Between preparing the release of his next album, BAE 5, 
producing The Future of Funk Vol. 1 vinyl compilation, playing 
at Coachella and touring with Zedg, it's no surprise Bae could 


not be reached for comment at this time. 


Luckily Private Suite caught up with 
Aritus to get some of his thoughts on the 
two shows he's been a part of. 


“| honestly never expected being asked 
to play! It was a total surprise to me and 
| was incredibly ecstatic,” the Boston 
producer said of the experience. “Since 
| got into listening to future funk back 
in 2014, Yung Bae was one of the first 
artists | listened to along with the other 
classics like Harrison, Saint Pepsi and 
Macross 82-99. Flamingosis has been 
one of the inspirations for the hip-hop 
I've made in the past.” 


“Night Tempo is a longtime friend of 
mine in the music scene. He joined my 
music collective known as Future Society 
back in 2015 and since then we've had an 
incredibly great friendship. We've toured 
together in Japan, Korea, and Taiwan 
with our music crew known as Sailor 
Team. I'm really happy to be playing with 
him for his first time being in America.” 


Despite the criticism of future funk 
sounding homogenous, Aritus believes 
the Future of Funk shows prove 
otherwise. 


“Our styles are all quite different and 
speak to the diversity in genre were in. 
Yung Bae represents a lot of the older 
style of future funk that's heavily inspired 
by Japanese disco with heavy hitting 
drums,” Aritus said. 

Contrasting the nuances and stylistic 





differences of his fellow performers, Aritus says 


“Flamingosis’ music reminds me of instrumental hip-hop 
from the ‘90s using soul or funk samples that're really 
smooth on the ears. Swum on the other hand goes 

for a more hard-hitting and modern approach to his 
production. Night Tempo really blends the sounds and 
instrumentation of city pop with his music. As for myself, 
my performance is a lot more focused on the house 
music side of future funk. To me, future funk and French 
house go perfectly together in a live setting.” 


He said, “Since | got started making future funk back in 
2015 I've progressively seen nu-disco/French house really 
mix into the sound of artists in the community, and | try 
to represent that. Disco is coming back loud, compressed 
and unapologetic. Disco ‘died’ back in 1979 and twenty 
years later it was reinvented with French house. Now 
twenty years after that it'll be reinvented once more with 
future funk.” 


Aritus sees the genre continuing to break out into 
the physical scene and hopes it will be respected more 
as it grows. "My biggest hope for future funk is to 
see it continuously break out into the physical scene, 
wherever that may be, and be taken serious for what 
it is becoming,” he says. “Looking at the age of many 
genres we hear in our current culture, future funk and 
vaporwave are truly still in their infancy. As producers, big 
or small, it's our obligation to be artistically honest and 


continuously keep reinventing and refining this music.” 








Future Funk Live Event 


Saturday, March 23rd 2019 


IndyAdvant 
NEWS WRITER 





Toronto based future funk enthusiasts and fans 
were greeted with an exciting treat last month, with the 
Aessential live future funk concert, hosted and coordinated 
by Nightfall Collective and Kawaii Bass. Producers around 
the globe from Miami, to Scotland, to Portugal, to Australia, 
made their way to a deceivingly low-key but incredibly wild 
and exciting concert venue, See-Scape on Toronto's Keele 
St, to perform live sets for a sea of onlookers. Chock-full 
of beautiful neon lights emanating from everywhere you 
look, brimming with illustrations of anime art and fantasy, 
general fandom, video game, and otaku culture, it was the 
perfect location for Aessential's first ever live event, and 
with aesthetics brought to you by Dekora Design, the vibe 
couldn't have been more on point. Allured by the lineup, 
Private Suite Magazine braved the crowds to capture 
the action. 


As soon as | arrived, the action was in full swing, with 
Tokyo Wanderer's funky bass lines smashing me in the 
face. | knew it was going to be a great night. With pink 
and blue lights cascading around in all directions, plus 
beautifully saturated videos characterizing the producers 
and their aesthetics, | almost felt transported. Tokyo 
Wanderer is the solo project of a 21-year old Portuguese 
producer/bass player. It started in 2015, mostly as an 
outlet for really choppy future funk and vaporwave, but 
now they've been bringing influences from other places 
like synthpop, shoegaze, hip-hop, french house, jazz 
funk, future bass and even metal at times. The project 


16/ 


had some singles, but in 2017, their first album Sleepless 
was released independently (re-released in 2018 through 
Neoncity Records) and it, featured for the first time, 

Joao Miguel, the project's most frequent collaborator and 
live guitarist. Right now, they are working on their follow 
up album Incubus that should come out in the 

coming months. 


The sound of Tokyo Wanderer was so intriguing; 
subverting the norm of electronic-only live soundscapes 
with sick guitar shots and brain-melting solos by project 
collaborator Miguel. Beside him, the leader of the project 
showcased his funky and technical bass guitar grooves; 
it was just what the crowd needed to get into the dancing 
mood. When we consider how difficult it is to open up a 
show and be the first musician performing, with part of 
your job being to warm up the crowd for the next acts, the 
duo brought feats of funkiness in spades. 


After this came a diverse lineup of future funk mainstays, 
as well as several noteworthy up-and-comers. Read on 
to get an idea of their sound, then click here for a full 
exclusive audio interview—| sat down with the producers 
and event runners that put the show together, who offered 
their thoughts on the current state of the future funk 
scene, their personal tastes within the genre, digital music 
production, and more. 


While the crowd was still engulfed 
in a meditative, trance-like state 
after Tokyo Wanderer's set, Lucky 
Talisman stepped onto the stage and 
immediately rolled out the fattest beat, 
catching everyone off guard. | stepped 
outside to interview one of the 
producers, and as | returned | could 
feel the bass from outside as | got 
closer to the venue. | hadn't noticed, 
but the crowd was really starting to fill 
out, and as | climbed the stairs to the 
second floor of See-Scape and turned 
the corner to see the stage, I'll never 
forget the sight. An absolute explosion 
of a crowd jumping and raising their 
hands to the beat, with an insane wall 


of sound and shimmering lights that 
beautifully lit up the dancers. 


With a keen ear for mixing retro 
rhythms with modern sounds, 
Lucky Talisman has been a rising 
artist within the future funk genre. 
By combining disco, house, and 
Japanese city pop, he aims to bring 
each of the genres’ best elements 
together to make an exciting 
danceable sound. Give a listen to his 
2017 release Trans-Pacific and stay 
tuned for his new collaborative EP 
being released on Nightfall Collective 
this year. 





Chevron 
hitps://soundcloud.com/chevvron 


WH 


ED (Elektric Dreams 
https://soundcloud.com/elektric- 
dreams 
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As Lucky Talisman’s final track finished up, and the 
crowd ventured back to the various bars littered around 
the venue, Future Funk Monthly took the stage, bringing a 
wonderfully charismatic essence with him. Just from the 
way he held himself on stage, it was clear he we excited, 
and so were we. With the beat drop, people ran, drinks in 
hand, back to the dance floor and began singing along with 
the music—it was a spectacle. Clearly the crowd had heard 
this jam before, or at least the sample. What's interesting 
about Future Funk Monthly, with the desire to support 
and showcase the newest and best future funk songs 
released every month, he (for three years now) has curated 
a monthly mix of handpicked songs, from all different kinds 
of artists: popular, new and underground. With nearly a 
decade of live DJing under his belt, covering a multitude of 
genres and styles, FFM hopes to bring the funk to you for 
nonstop groovin’. 


Owner of Nightfall Collective himself, D 4 1 N, was 
up next. A Toronto native that combines the sounds of 
90s-2000s Japanese pop with glitchy sample manipulation 
and electronic dance elements to create a unique audio 
experience that, he says, "no one asked for.” It was so nice 
to watch him perform as he had this focused demeanor 
about him. Compared to some of the other artists who 
would dance around and rock out hard to the music, not to 
say they weren't focused—D 4 1 N was just locked in the 
zone, and it really fit the vibe of his music. With captivating 
glitchy anime-esque vocal cuts and sick electronic, almost 
chiptune-like bass fills. | specifically liked his attention to 
panning the music, where the vocals hopped around the 
room from left to right, filling it with vibrance. Check out his 
new jam, "Zashwara’ if you feel like getting your groove on. 


Not only featured on Nightfall Collective, but also Future 
Society and Montaime, Glasgow-based artist Ev.exi puts 
a twist on the future funk formula, combining the classic 
funk sound with harder electronic elements to create a 
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unique choppy blend. Releasing the acclaimed album 
Remember, printing it to a vinyl, and much more coming 
soon, ev.exi has been gaining presence in the future funk 
scene with no signs of stopping, and was the artist | was 
most excited for. He has such a clean approach to finding 
room for each different sound in his mix, to make each of 
them pop. The sound was massive, and the drums really 
punched through the mix. Have a listen to “Slow” and you'll 
see what | mean. 


Out comes Panic Pop! With a sick diverse mix of sounds 
and transitions, and a rhythm that you can't not bop your 
head to. In the past few years, the Toronto-based artist has 
become a growing name in the Canadian anime convention 
circuit in his performances with Kawaii Bass. His chopping 
technique is something I've still got on my mind while 
writing this—it's an incredibly smooth style. The crowd 
probably got their cardio for the week during this set alone. 
| could tell that Panic Pop was no stranger to performing 
live. He's supported some very well-known acts, like Kero 
Kero Bonito, Com Truise, and Yung Lean, just to name a 
few. If you're looking for a future funk producer you'd want 
to see on stage, you should definitely keep your eye 
out for him. 


Just when you thought the level of intensity in the room 
was at its peak, Sixtroke, the EDM chameleon, came out 
smashing, and everyone had a smile on. He makes it a 
point to never stick to one specific genre in his mixes, 
often blending elements of faster genres in the 175 BPM 
range. For Aessential, he displayed a whole new side of 
his DJing, showcasing his various tastes in house music 
while still conforming to his style of not sticking to a single 
genre within his sets, and always making a point to bring 
the nostalgia factor. From hardstyle, to UK hardcore, to 
bassline, to dubstep, to future bass, he really brought a 
distinguished performance to the table. | personally enjoy 
his remix of "Don't Forget Me” by Mikuro Mika. Shout out to 


him for MCing for the night—a beautiful 
compliment to the atmosphere of the 
room, and a lesser-used transitionary 
tool between sets while the producers 
switched out with one another. 


After Sixtroke came F|BRE, a producer 
that's been inspired by not only future 
funk, but also nu-disco, old school 
French house and disco from the 
classical era. With a Daft-Punkish feel 
to it, sexy saxophone grooves, beautiful 
pianos and synths, and geniusly crafted 
mixing, everyone was on their feet, 
and screaming their lungs out along 
with the vocals. Fibre started off as a 
sample based musician but now are 
leaning more towards songwriting and 
storytelling which will be a prevalent 
theme on his next EP. His record 870, 
released on vinyl by Coraspect Records 
in 2018, was quite well received and 
is definitely worth checking out if you 
haven't heard it. 


Hailing from Gold Coast Australia, 
Chevron blasted off with a style more 
on the ‘dance heavy future funk club 
bangers’ side of things. At this point 
we were hours into the night. It was 
maybe around 1:00 am, and he just 
kept pumping out tracks like an animal. 
His set had a powerful effect on us, 
with a distilled sound that had the 
most interesting samples—from what 
seemed like tones of different styles 
but re-packaged into a completely 
different and particular sound. | think 
you're doing something right when you 





ev.exi 
https://soundcloud.com/e 








FIBRE 


https://www.facebook.com/fibre4realz/ 


can pick out a song when hearing it for the first time and 
know the artist, especially for vaporwave and future funk. 
The crowd interaction was huge here. He had everyone 
clapping along to his beat while and shouting out to him 
Keep on the lookout for his upcoming EP Renaissance. 


With an unplanned special appearance by the wonderful 
ED. (Elektric Dreams), the atmosphere inside was not 
letting up. Hailing from Miami, Florida, ED. is no stranger 
to the music scene. With his diverse influences, he seeks 
to expand the sound that is future funk and vaporwave. 
Fans were exploding with movement over the face- 
melting sounds of ED; bass pumping through us and hairs 
standing on our necks, we were in a dream. With such 
high frequency vibes flying around, there was an unspoken 
melancholic feeling. As ED. fired off his last track, we knew 
the incredibly journey these artists and producers took us 
on was coming to a close. 


Tokyo Wanderer 
hitps://www.facebook.com/tokyo- 
wanderer/ 


D41N 


https://soundcloud.com/d41n 
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Lucky Talisman 
https://luckytalisman.bandcamp 
com/ 








Sixtroke 
https://www.facebook.com/six- 
troke/ 





Panic Pop 
https://soundcloud.com/panic-pop 


The dancers and and attendees 
scattered into the night, leaving the 
musicians and showrunners together for 
one last hurrah and celebration. Knowing 
many of us would not be seeing each 
other again for quite some time, people 
hugged and expressed loving adoration 
for one another, culminating the 
incredible planning the whole Aessential 
team took part in. Happy-sad feelings of 
post-show depression fell upon us. Many 
producers would be getting on planes 
back to their homes in other countries in 
the coming hours, having to say goodbye 
to the friends that made the entire night 
possible. This is an incredible group of 
people, whom | expect to make waves 
in and blaze the trail for the future of the 
genre, and every one of them deserves a 
listen. They hope to push the collective to 
new levels in the future and throw more 
exciting parties all over the world. 





Future Funk Monthly 
https://soundcloud.com/future- 
funkmonthly 
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SUNSET RECORDINGS 
SHUTS DOWN, 


WILL ISSUE 


EXTRAS 


The Minneapolis-based label Sunset 
Recordings announced via tweet on 
March 9th that it would shut down 
“effective immediately.” On the reasons 
for the decision, the label stated to PSM 
that "| just have been very busy. Orders 
were piling up and | couldn't keep up. 

It was hard to focus on SR when my 
interest in vaporwave wasn't as big 
Decided to shut it down in order to focus 
on other things.” 


The announcement follows several 
other tweets such as "Apologies for the 
slow shipping, we're working our hardest 
to get everything out!! Thank y’all for your 
paitence [sic]!! <3” on January 19th and 
"Going to be taking a short break after 
SR_033 in order to get caught up w/ 
everything. Thanks to everyone for your 
support!” on January 26th. 


Sunset Recordings also mentioned 
having “a couple things planned.” They 
will release “some tape runs and extras,” 
including tape reissues in the near 
future, promising that more details were 
forthcoming via their Twitter account. 
The label's bandcamp page will also 
stay online. 
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NEWS LEAD 


The news was received with an outpouring of sympathy from 
producers, labels and listeners. Chiba City Blues said in a statement 
to PSM, "To me, Sunset Recordings was one of the most important 
and one of my favorite labels in the genre of vaporwave who have 
pressed fantastic cassette tapes and released many albums who 
have influenced me greatly.” 


VHSF—7') 94 »4— expressed similar feelings. “Sunset 
Recordings was a real staple in the modern vaporwave scene with 
arich catalogue of excellent releases from both up-and-coming and 
established artists, along with consistently high quality physical 
releases. For me personally, it's definitely sad to see them close their 
doors so soon when | think the label could have kept growing for 
years to come.” 


The artist, who had released the albums Forgotten Passions and 
Night Thoughts on the label, said, “working with Sunset was always a 
pleasure and | have only good things to say about the experience. SR 
was really one of the most trustworthy and consistently high quality 
vaporwave labels and | think it deserves to be remembered as another 
one of the essential labels of the genre.” 


Sunset Recordings expressed gratitude for "a wonderful three year 
run’ and said it would “move on to bigger and better things.” 


“SR was really one of the most 
trustworthy and consistently high 
quality vaporwave labels and! 
think it deserves to be remembered 
as another one of the essential 
labels of the genre.” 
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A journey of love had, 
love lost, and love desired in 
\ either a positive or negative 
/ manner. Let your’ emotions 
decide what type of love 
is right or wrong for you 





~ Available April 20th, 2019 
4 jfiLove _ SPonsoredby.bandcamp .com 


ang Dy taunt. adi net 








A Séries Of Exloretory. po 
d-Back 


suai - Af 
4 Elerronto Teepe} 
Boat Waking © oo 


4 Meo the fo Lneget 


‘\ ae cle > nits “ek - miei a me 
‘eS eeg : E > ae Poy 
< ~ Sah oe a 3 id Wersh Norse at 
vis’ ° ‘ Nau “+ — 22 oe 


See Se if ad re 
en r ar yam. Game rd 
2 oe tae : = Aeon 








Phe 


ae 


he Void is the story you'd get when the kids from 
1p “Stranger Things" grow up, start dating, land jobs, 
and acquire prescription narcotics. Isaiah Laing’s novel 
tracks nine principal characters (mostly 20-somethings) 
whose lives crisscross in all-too-convenient ways, each 
flung from a relatively undifferentiated middle-class 
existence by the insidious machinations of some 
imperceptible evil. Unfolding like a VHS supercut of 
"Buffy the Vampire Slayer, the book shifts perspectives 
in two- or three-page beats, whipping readers from 
encounters with the vaguely zombified and sickly 
tentacled to descriptions of botched hookups and 
stilted mealtime conversation with blinding speed 
(Laing positions the work “somewhere between a diary 
dump and a work of fiction,’ and it reads as such). It's 
long on premise but short on resolution—though that's a 
description of the art that vaporwave fans in particular 
might expect, even appreciate. 

Laing's world is clearly contemporary (everyone's 

got a mobile phone), but the mise-en-scéne is oddly 
late-80s Spielbergian: brown-on-tan suburban 


Review 


landscapes populated with tube TVs and skateboards 
and record players. Characters spend their time in 
their parents’ basements, abandoned apartment 
stores, claustrophobic house parties, fluorescent- 
flickering laundromats, Japanese-style video arcades, 
ceramic-tiled pool rooms, glitzy nightclubs, overbright 
gas stations, dilapidated diners, and even a mansion 
of "mostly straight lines and rectangular shapes, 
glossy white walls and massive windows.” Roughly 
half the book reads in the second-person as a text- 
based adventure game. The kids have grown up, but 
apparently they're content with 30 years of arrested 
technological and cultural development. 

Laing's prose slipslides unsettlingly between the literal 
and the metaphorical. Sometimes it's fascinating. Other 
times it's simply frustrating. The book's eponymous 
void, however, functions both those ways. 

It's as much a space as anything lacking concrete 
coordinates can be: a ground that's “mirror-flat, a 
strange neon fuchsia” upon which "thin silver lines 
cross to make large squares on the floor” beneath an 


atmosphere “of black, speckled with 
bright white dots," its only inhabitants 
“palm trees” and “a strange crackling 
noise filling the air.” The void is a 
vaporwave vacuum, the materialization 
of a sonorial sensibility in which "time 
[doesn't] work properly.” It's actually 
the kind of place vaporwave die-hards 
would revel in. But in this void, nothing 
good ever happens to anyone. 

It's also, however, the most apt 
descriptor of what sits inside each of 
the novel's characters—a personal, 
emotional vacuity that no one can 
seem to dislodge. Everyone is missing 
something (even if by the end of the 
novel that something is each other). 
Some lose their minds. Some lose 
their bodies. Some lose their lives. The 
novel presents it all so flatly; like the 
scenes it describes, its affect is muted, 
distanciated. Characters cry (so much 
crying), and the text simply says 
as much. Laing's occasionally 
plodding descriptions read like a 
classic mallsoft anthem: thinned out, 
shallow, monophonic. 

So surprising, then, is the heroes’ 
ability to vanquish their foe through a 
kind of emotional heatstroke. In The 
Void, victorious are those who can 
cut through the miasma of isolation, 
loneliness, longing, ennui, and cathode 
rays to just feel something 

Vaporwave fans will get it. 
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Broken Reality by indie publisher Dynamic 
Media Triad takes place in a parody of the 
internet called “Natem,” sometimes simply 
called “The Web.” Playing a nameless, 
faceless and silent protagonist, you are free 
to explore the game's 3D virtual landscape 
and participate in the various pastimes 
it affords—such as reckless shopping, 
collecting likes, and taking pictures. On 
your travels, you also meet a colorful and 
hilarious assortment of characters (such 
as a somewhat familiar-looking green 
creature named Chronic the Hedgehog) 
that will send you on various quests. These 
ultimately allow you to progress through 
the game and unlock new areas to explore. 

There's a story somewhere in Broken 
Reality but, truth be told, you aren't going 
to give much of a rat's arse about it. It's 
secondary to the game's visuals, as if the 
environment was created first and a story 
written for it. But here's a general overview: 


REALITY 


one of the Natem’s two founders has gone 
missing, and things just aren't the same 
without him. It's up to you, then, to get out 
there to find him somewhere in the The 
Web. Don't expect the story to pull you in— 
until the very end, where the game hits you 
with some serious feels out of left field. 
The more enjoyable part of Broken 
Reality is its dazzling environments. The 
eye-popping world of Natem greets you 
with a beautiful and picturesque scene, 
with Roman columns and jumping dolphins 
serving as the entrance to a fictional 
cyberverse. Don't expect any grey or sepia 
tones here. And with secret collectables 
and photo opportunities, the game actively 
encourages exploration of its electronic 
utopia. You won't mind the various tasks 
your virtual friends send you on, as they 
will give you an excuse to explore more of 
Natem’s vibrant, 90's-retro scenery. 
This setting is also where players will 


feel vaporwave's influence the most. From 
simple nods to the genre (such as a small 
flower shop in the first level named “Floral 
Shoppe”) to much more lavish references 
(like the sprawling metropolis of Geo City, 
taken right off of the cover of “Birth of a 
New Day’), the aesthetics are strong with 
this one. One moment you'll find yourself in 
an ancient temple at the bottom of the sea; 
in the next, you'll be relaxing in a penthouse 
(dare | say a private suite?) reserved for 
the ultra-rich. 

This isn't what you would call an “action- 
packed game." Broken Reality's puzzles, 
while not challenging, are varied and 
entertaining, often requiring you to use 
whatever tools you have at your disposal 
(such as a “hyperlink cursor,” which allows 
you to zip to special platforms scattered 

| about the world, a la Batman). The only 
violence to be had in this game occurs 
when you cut down spam and popup. 
windows with a katana. Quite often, the 
only price you pay for screwing up a puzzle 
is simply having to do it again. But action 
sequences wouldn't be appropriate for the 
general vibe this game is trying to sell. 
After giving it a bit of thought, my only 
major complaint with the game is the 
soundtrack. You'd think a game so clearly 
influenced by vaporwave would have a 
great soundtrack—but Broken Reality's is 
lacking. It fails to draw players into the 
hypnotic atmosphere in the way the visuals 














do. Not every single song and sound in 
the game needs to be vaporwave, but the 
music that is in the game just sort of falls 
flat, taking a back seat to the environments. 
Itis not that the songs are terrible, but they 
seem dull. | would have liked for the sound 
and graphics to work more closely together 
to unite the whole experience. 

Allin all, Broken Reality is a super chill 
(and rather comical) walking simulator 
you can finish in roughly four or five hours. 
While it may not be filled with excitement, 
it makes for an enjoyable experience 
that really does capture the vaporwave 
aesthetic and provide a fun, laugh-filled 
reminder of what we all thought the internet 
would be like in its earliest days. Given 
those closely twisted roots entwining 
vaporwave, the early internet, and electronic 
culture in general, it's hard to believe that 
vaporwave isn't more represented in video | 
games. Let's hope Broken Reality is the 
start of something special. So engage 
in a bit of reckless capitalism yourself 
by moving your fat cursor over to 
the link below! | 


REVIEWS WRITER 


CHECK OUT BROKEN REALITY ON STEAM! 
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Advanced Memory Suite 
FM Skyline 
fmskyline.bandcamp.com/album/advanced-memory-suite 
Scratchy, faded synthesizers give way to chill- 

oooo0o000000 
funk bass, plucky leads, and mellow percussions on 66: 0:690.6 0.0000 
Advanced Memory Suite, the latest effort from artist FM 0000000000 
Skyline. The album possesses a cohesive, unified sound: OO OROS BEES 

oooo0oo000000 
one track floats to the next, a consistent ambient drone 0.9 ©) 0°09 0. 0 OO) 


backing primary melodies. Pulled straight from the 80s, 
a funky, at times slap, bass compliments permanently- 
present electronic elements. The music is slow, no 
doubt, but it doesn't drag. Suggested applications: 
relaxing on a chilly afternoon, a city-to-city 

nighttime drive. 

Advanced Memory Suite's strength is its finely tuned 
instrumentation. FM Skyline obviously selected each 
and every instrument with a great deal of care, and no 
single sound feels out of place. Take for example “astral 
bath:" a soft pad synth hums in the background to layers 
of subdued beats, ascending and descending effects, an 
absolutely wonderful pan flute, and starry lead synths 
that takes the listener into an ethereal space. Then, just 
as the melody seems to peak, FM Skyline lays the bass, 
flute, and drums bare for listeners to appreciate the 
more calm, airy noise. 

Much more so than past releases, Advanced Memory 
Suite places the listener squarely in the center of an 
abstract space. The title itself calls forth a sense of 
existing within the mind, outside of a physical realm. | 
feel as if I'm progressing through a dream, a gondola 
tide down a river spotted by hazed neon lights. Low- 
stakes rounds of poker on a shanty metal boat in the 
middle of a still lake. Cruising down a coastline with 
impossible mountains on my left and technicolor 
rock-spotted beaches on my right, moving with the 
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PS. go check out the “sacrifice of saint dell” 
video on https://fmskyline.bandcamp.com/ 





beat of the tracks. Look to the album art, 
ostensibly a pyramid first glance, but stare 
for long enough and you see the pyramid 
is internally constructed of fuzzy triangles, 
pyramids within this pyramid. Its base 
falls away into a unseen depth, much as 
the music pulls one from the present into 
an unseen arena. The juxtaposition of 
complex pyramid against a simple tricolor 
gradient and dotted grid is emblematic of 
the straightforward melodies against hazy 
ambience that Advanced Memory Suite 
encapsulates so well 

Diversity of sound may be one of this 
album's few shortcomings. While each 
track fits well together, pieces like “dream 
tape” and “holobeach encounters Itd” strike 
as being too similar, both in construction, 
sound, and instrumentation. Although, like 
| said earlier in this review, the instruments 
were selected with care, more instruments 
to create a broader sound would serve to 
better explore the musical space created 
on the album. This in turn seems to shorten 
the album for the listener, and | came away 
at the end wishing | could hear FM Skyline 
push the boundaries of this excellent 
concept just a bit more. 

Advanced Memory Suite is arguably the 
most subdued-—yet sonically complex 
album—of FM Skyline’s albums to date. 

I'm excited to see what his next project 
introduces to vaporwave. 

This review was conducted on a test 
pressing of: BZC224 - FM Skyline - 
“Advanced Memory Suite.” Mastered for 
vinyl by FM Skyline. My thanks to Pete 
and Business Casual for the review copy 
of the record. 
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sheep 


Showa Idol’s Groove 


Night Tempo 


nighttempo.bandcamp.com/album/showa-idols-groove 


The term “showa-era pop” stems from a Japanese music 
genre, kayokyoku, which literally translates to “pop tune” 
Songs in the genre utilize both Western and Japanese 
musical scales, but artists prefer traditional Japanese in 
their lyrics and steer away from stylized use of the English 
language. So right from the start, Night Tempo's surprise 


release, Showa Idol's Groove, lets us know what we're in for: 


upbeat, poppy tunes that are sure to make you bop around 
(or, at the very least, nod along). 

But one shouldn't expect only j-pop samples and beats 
from this album. It also brings with it a healthy dose of 
future funk and disco to keep it from being too sickeningly 
sweet. Barring the intro and outro tracks, you'll find 
the songs—each roughly three minutes long—are all 
presumably named after the idol sampled in the track. 
Each track has its own feel that will keep you locked and 
loaded on repeat. 

"Akina,’ for example, easily sets the tone for the entire 
album. It sprinkles in a bit of that old disco dynamic along 
with synth-boogie, electronic beats that do nothing but get 
you geared up for what's in store: a perfectly paced album. 
Other personal favorites from the album include “Chika” 
which keeps an ever present, funky bassline that's just 
impossible not to love. Check out "Yu"—and while you're 
at it, go say hello to “Miho"—but be careful not to make the 
ladies jealous as you decide which one is ultimately 
your favorite! 

If you were hoping for something you could cry to, look 
elsewhere; this album is sure to turn anyone who digests 
its aural hors d’oeuvre from aesthetic sadboi to gladboi. It's 
just that poppy. But, honestly, what else would we expect 
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from Night Tempo other than deliciously funky, disco- 
steeped euphonics? 
And if, at the end of the day, this album left you 


wanting more, you'll be pleased to know that Night Tempo 


has eleven other releases on Bandcamp. | personally 
recommend Pure Present and Nighty Tape 86’. 








ABY$$ 


heavenly 


prodheavenly.bandcamp.com/releases 


ABYSS by Heavenly is a poignant, heavy and engaging 
vaportrap album with a smooth and vibrant flow. With 
a 14-minute run time, it keeps you hooked but doesn't 
overstay its welcome. 

The lo-fi ambient smack of an electric drum kit rumbles 
as the bass shakes and twists the audio around it. The 
low, deep revolving pads wrap around the audio, giving the 
whole album a solid punch. 

This album invokes a sense of exploration. The first 
track, "SARPEDON,’ features the sound of the beach and 
cicadas chirping through the night, as if you're with your 
friends at a secret shore just outside the city, drums 
spurring you on as you hit the sand. The track samples 
the Codec from Metal Gear Solid; its incoming call sound 
tings along with the trap beats of the 808, pushing you to 
remember you've got shit to do 

“AS ABOVE, $0 BELOW" is a smooth transition. Relaxing 
synths and an echoing voice pull you from the beach to 
a city street, wandering with no aim. Experiencing the 
lights, the smells, the people, the culture—wandering not 
to gain but to experience. The track shepherds you with 
tight snares, solid kicks, sloshy hard hitting bass lines and 
a slow pad stretching out before you, leading you along 
and guiding you to "TARTARUS;” a more energetic track. 
It's something you can sit in traffic to or drive down the 
highway. It has its own movement; it pulls you up from 
the sombreness created by the previous two songs 
on the album. 

The final track, “BLVCKCOVT, really nails the finale to 
this album. It pushes the energy from “TARTARUS" to the 
next level. It's a banger—an ambient banger, but a banger 


Puffycheeses 


nonetheless, and you can't deny that. The club is closing, 
the DJ is playing the final set, and it’s just you and that girl 
sitting at the bar, finishing your last drink. The energy is still 
in the air but it's obvious it's time to leave. 


“1 JUST WISH YOU 
COULD STAY TO SEE 
MY PERFORMANCE” 


To my knowledge, this is heavenly’s first attempt at an 
EP, but it's not their first time making music. Their Youtube 
channel is filled with singles and off-hand beats. | really 
hope heavenly decides to continue making more projects 


like this one, as | absolutely love it and | can't wait to pick 
up a physical if it ever happens. 
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Artificial OS 
by Corrupted Data Corp™ 


A solid vaportrap album from the trusted artist 
behind 7) 2¥JL BEPIS. The songs are surprisingly 
non-repetitive and it has that sort of aquatic sound 
to it that | have come to love from the genre. 
Recommended listening while waiting for the latest 
, \ version of Windows to !@#ing install. 


CASINO 


Flashback Memories 
by |saac Ascii 


The artist's very first cassette release. A vaporwave 
album in the classic style with some great sample 
choices that make for a powerful album that reminds 
you why you got into vaporwave to begin with. A 
perfect album to listen to for when you FINALLY get 
sick of MACINTOSH PLUS. 





CASINO 


LihEP 
by from tokyo to honolulu 

Proper mallsoft right here. Translated to “Utopia,” 
this muzak-heavy album gives off that relaxing but 
lonely feeling so often associated with the genre. The 
echo is so thick, you're not just in a mall, but a BIG 
mall, and it is all yours. After all, no one else is here... 
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phantom pain 
by withering spheres 


Adorable 
by Cute Aesthetics 





True to its enigmatic artist's name, this album’s 
near-seamlessly rounded recursions of melancholic, 
neoclassical piano sound haunted, yet cathartic, as they 
exorcise implacably disquieting emotions. It's heartbroken 
transmission. Missed-signalwave. Computergaze 
for stargazers. 

deliriously...daniel 


What might an arcade game about disco-loving teen 
circus-punks sound like? Probably something like this 
clown car of an album, which turns tinny samples into a 
crunching kaleidoscope of chunky beats made carnally 
thumping and charmingly loopy. 


deliriously...daniel 


Door To Darkness 


by crystalpep64 





You've saved all your munny to upgrade your gummi 
ship, and now you're off to a whole fantastic new realm 
known for its refreshing remixes. Surreal, heavy, and 
ultimately a unique reimagining of classic beats. What 
awaits you behind that locked door? 
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Album art is important in any genre, but for 
vaporwave and its subgenres covers are portals into 
the extrasensory soundscapes found within. Great 
care leads to memorable releases thoroughly themed 
in sound, look, and feel. And as it turns out, a lot of 
vaporwave and synthwave feels like Mizucat's art. 


Mizucat is Jaqueline Ruther, a 23-year old illustrator, 
console artist, designer, collector and musician— 
among other things. She lives in Germany, working as 
a waitress to save time and space for the business of 
Mizucat. For though she wears many hats, Ruther has 
refined a now-unmistakable style, built from a diversity 
of inspirations from decades past and caulked with a 
thick layer of imaginative nostalgia. 


Her work is perhaps best identified by its menagerie 
of geometric motifs, softer-than-silk pastels, and 
pantheon of pretty-rad heroines with confident auras 
and cosmic fashion senses. From painting pastels to 
spray-painting playable devices, Ruther's love for VCR- 
era visual art knows no dimensional limits. 


“When it comes to my customized gear, | am inspired 
by pattern designs, mostly known as the ‘Memphis’ 
style from Italy,” Ruther says. Her painted consoles 
are particularly beloved by retrospective social media 
aesthetes, as Mizucat's vast catalogue of gems ranges 
from marbled Game Boys, to dreamy Joy-Cons and an 
auroral Sega Genesis. 


"My art and illustration is also very inspired by that 
but mostly by abstract and pastel art from the ‘80s,’ 
she continues. "Many people see a bit of Patrick Nagel 
in my semi-realism works. And one of my biggest 
inspirations are '80s animes and mangas such as works 
from Rumiko Takahashi, Masamune Shirow, Izumi 
Matsumoto, and more.” 


With twelve years of art experience and three years 
spent apprenticing as a media designer, it is no surprise 
Ruther's talents have earned her both a following and 
an ever-diversifying trove of collaborations. She has 
most recently teamed up with vaporwave fashion label 
Vapor95 on a line of shirts based on some of her most 
popular Mizucat pieces. 


Ruther and Vapor95's partnership began earlier this 
year, when she produced a custom Game Boy for a 
sweepstakes. Vapor95 founder River says he left the 
specifics of the design entirely to Mizucat's creative 
discretion. 


"The hardest part is to imagine an idea for a design 
ona console with being limited to colors,” Ruther says 
of the process, adding that the vision and palette are 
largely instinctual. "This is not like you're working with 
Photoshop and can just add, remove and change 
colors. | rarely do mock-ups and just let myself go with 
a console” 


River has called their collaboration “a match made 
in heaven,’ adding that the sweepstakes attracted over 
10,000 hopeful entrants—all part of his broader plan for 
the label. 


“| created Vapor95 to further the vaporwave 
movement because | love the philosophy behind it,” 
River adds, speaking to the versatility of Ruther’s 
stylistic arsenal. “I think it all complements because it's 
all going toward one objective; which is the furtherance 
of this art movement in society, which | think is 
therapeutic.” 


Ruther's own aesthetic consistency goes beyond just 
her art and wardrobe: she also maintains an impressive 
retro collection, spanning two rooms of vintage VHS 
tapes, manga, Walkmen, figurines, and more. Finding 
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most on eBay, classifieds, and a local charity shop, 
Ruther adds her most prized retro treasure beats the 
rest by a mile. 


“My rarest find is probably my Sony Trinitron PVM- 
2730QM. Followed by a Settei Megazone 23 Sketch 
Book, a Bang & Olufsen Beocom 2000 Telephone, and 
for sure my car!” she says. "A Honda Prelude 2.0 EX. | 
can't really say what's the rarest, but that's my favorite 
‘80s piece.” 


“| really want to customize a car one day. Interior and/ 
or exterior. But | want to start small and try it on a tiny, 
old and cheap car... anyone want to offer me their car?” 


While much of Ruther’s work may conjure up 
vaporwave vibes, much of her work in the music 
community focuses on synthwave sounds and imagery. 
It wasn't long into her online artistic success that Ruther 
was integrated into both communities. She's made 
album art for releases like datfootdive’s Mother, 

YATL Fairy's Slice Of Life OVA, and KSMTK & BVSMV's 
Ouil, doing layout and font work, as well. 


“| think a cover artwork for The Midnight would be one 
of my dream goals,” Ruther says of her cover artistry. 
They were one of the first synthwave bands | discovered 
and they still keep the nostalgic magic | love. 


“Both [vaporwave and synthwave] communities have 
always been very supportive and nice to me and | am 
really happy to be a part!” she adds, with an abridged 
list of favorite producers featuring Waveshaper, Mitch 
Murder, Robert Parker, Betamaxx, Jordan F, Le Cassette, 
DATAStream, The Midnight, Pengus, Future Girlfriend, 
Maitro, Surfing, Windows 96, and Saint Pepsi. 


Much more than just an enthusiast, Ruther as Mizucat 
has released two vapor-tinged synthwave tracks on 
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appropriately obsolete tech: “Odyssee 2077” on floppy 
disks, and “Nightrun” on splatter-painted NES cartridges 
(stuffed with stickers). 


“| secretly always did music,” she says. "I've actually 
played the piano since | was three years old, but there 
was just time for one hobby.” 


Ruther is currently one half of Knight Sabers’, a 
project moodily steeped in the stylistic influences of 
Bubblegum Crisis, a futuristic metro-dystopian anime 
about an all-female mercenary team—called the Knight 
Sabers'—fighting malevolent robots. 


“It's really hard to explain,’ Ruther says of the group's 
muse. “Many people didn't really understood the 
connection between our music and Bubblegum Crisis. 
It's not really to adapt the OST of the anime. It's rather 
the vibes. We wanted to make something cool that 
sounds like it could be of an Asian cyberpunk anime. 


This "we" means the band's other half, Klasey Jones. 
A distinguished producer in lo-fi hip-hop, vaportrap and 
other atmospheric genres, the London-based Jones has 
worked with Ruther for some time. 


“Klasey Jones is my first and only customer who hired 
me for each of his releases and | became the founder 
of his mysterious character ‘Klasey’ which you can spot 
on each artwork | did for him,’ she writes. “We once 
met and | introduced him to synthwave music. We then 
decided to do music together, which is very good for 
me because | never managed to finish anything on my 
own. Working together with someone, you keep getting 
inspired and motivated.” 


“| think we are a good combination and the most 
important thing is that we both do it with passion.” 


Jones’ sentiments on Ruther share that 
ambitious camaraderie. The pair work 
together remotely, sending project files 
back and forth to reach a mutual vision. 
“Her art helps visualize the music for me 
and also inspires different approaches to 
making music,’ he writes. “It always feels 
like a story is about to unfold with just 
looking at her work. 


“We have been in the studio a few 
times in London,” he adds. “Which is 
usually where we get the ideas done and 
finalize the track listing for current or 
future EPs. | think we have around 100 
projects to finish.” 


Jones says those future projects could 
include live and DJ shows with Ruther, 
and while Knight Sabers’ debut album, 
Mega Tokyo, has already been pressed 
to vinyl and sold out two runs of tapes, 
Ruther likewise teases much more 
to come. 


"We are packed with ideas and are 
soon releasing a free download and 
a second EP’ she says. "I'll soon be 
working on the next cover artwork and 
| want it to be much better and more 
mind-blowing than the previous one. The 
next EP will be more synthwave and less 
cinematic-sounding—with more vocals 
and power!" 


deliriously...daniel 
WRITER 
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s antenna technology beckons cable 
to join it in obsolescence, it's becoming 


increasingly easy to forget the once- 


common experience of having limited 


access to television channels. But those capable 
of only the shallowest channel surfing will recall 
themselves performing a familiar ritual: switching 
to The Weather Channel to check the day's 
predictions, then lingering there long after tossing 
the remote aside. 


We might consider The Weather Channel 
one harbinger of a certain cultural neurosis—a 
pre-web outlet for a kind of information- 
compulsion taking hold under late 20th-century 
global capitalism (one that's all but cliche today). 
Here was a nonstop gauge of “your current 


rt 
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conditions,’ something that fed an increasingly 
voracious appetite for inputs and encouraged 
a comportment—anticipatory, pre-emptive— 
that seemed strangely comforting in this new, 
unsettlingly globalized world. "The Weather 
Channel: Live By It” 


Newscasters'’ familiar voices kept people 
company amidst their duties in the home 
or workplace, accompanied by background 
music that gradually nudged forecasts into 
viewers’ minds. Droning on and on, the same 
easy listening, jazzy soundtrack played 
continuously—24 hours a day, for the most part— 
and the music's slow, melodic tone engendered 
warmth, security, and reliability. 


Today, The Weather Channel is yet another 
casualty of reality TV creep, app-ification, and 
an obsession with original programming (IBM 
owns it, incidentally). But those jazzy tracks 
(and the commercials between them) still evoke 
a particular sense of corporate whimsy and 
charming cult appeal—so much so that The 
Weather Channel released a series of "Weather 
Channel music compilations” to raucous approval. 
Passionate internet archaeologists have even 
gone so far as to collect the highest quality rips 
of the Weather Channel music and catalogue it 
all in an online repository. It wasn't long before 
vaporwave producers began to mould that library 
of hauntological, sampled gold into something 


“| was born in the early ‘80s and a huge majority 
of the vaporwave audio and visual landscape is part 
of what | grew up with,” says Mike, the man behind 
RetroWeatherChannel, a 24/7 Twitch stream that 
pairs period-accurate music with simulated visuals. 
“| wanted to bring people back to that and see what 
it was like. The aesthetics are as close to purity 
of vaporwave as it gets: a computer-generated, 
constantly updated, dynamic and futuristic thing that 
had no equivalent yet. Your options were The Weather 
Channel, TV newscasts, or the newspaper—and 
only one of those could give you the warm glow of a 
possible snow day from school.” 


more rich. 


A Name You 
Can Call On 





Aesthetics and curation are one 
thing, but production is a whole new 
hemisphere. Enter “climatewave” 
(also called “weatherwave"). Although 
some may think a weather channel- 
themed genre would be a one-trick 
pony more predictable than, well, 
the local weather, the reality is 
beautiful audiovisual diversity, an 
amalgam of samples describing (and 
television screengrabs depicting) 
forecast radars, satellite reports, local 
conditions, precipitation and wind 
movements, regional and extended 
forecasts, weather predictions, 
accurate and dependable travel 
conditions, showers and scattered 
storms, heat indexes, temperature 
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readings, Discover credit cards, car 
commercials, brand new foods (like 
ice cream) and technologies (like 
personal computers), the promise of a 
brighter future through consumption, 
and corporate elevator music filled 
with smooth guitar shots, sexy 
saxophone lines, dreamy bells, funky 
bass grooves, and sweet lo-fi drum 
machines. 

This vast range of elements has 
given rise to a variety of production 
styles. The broad umbrella of 
“climatewave" covers everything from 
the lucid jazz jams of Alternate Skies’ 
discography and the B-side of 
34 > Corp's News at 17, to the 
snappier snippets of Channel 505 or 





swirling soundscapes of 

RAF (Asutenki). With such 
range found in the hands of different 
artists, climatewave wavers between 
late night lo-fi and the already-blurry 
spectrum of signalwave, broken 
transmission, and computergaze. 

According to Cosmic Cycler, the 
Russian producer behind 2016's 
influential climatewave album 
1-900-Weather, climatewave as a 
genre tag is merely the modern 
evolution of an older one. 

“The term ‘climatewave’ was 
actually coined by my friend TJ 
Richards, aka Frogman, who always 
was a fan of weather-themed 
vaporwave albums, for example 


And Now 


Asutenki, for Your 


ime) 


6-Hour Forecast 


1-900-WEATHER's dreamy haze 
of atmospheric brass made it an 
instant classic. Cosmic Cycler says 
it was inspired by a summer spent 
binging ‘80s and ‘90s media, including 
(of course) The Weather Channel. 
Beginning to illuminate distinctions 
between various climatewave 
styles, he explains how The Weather 
Channel's easily sampled jazz led to 
most Western-sourced climatewave. 
But those samples are the source of 
contrast with Japanese climatewave 


producers like Asutenki 





Asutenki is well known for 
masterfully mapping grey areas 
between signalwave, climatewave, 
and sound collage. Fronting most of 
the artist's dozens of releases are 
cryptically cropped images of his 
country’s digitized meteorological 
topography. Most of the songs on 
these albums run between thirty 
seconds and two minutes, and 
each builds a misty liminal space 
seamlessly intertwining commercials 
and hypnotically looped music 
snippets. Asutenki echoes 





Cosmic Cycler's points about the 
genre's appeal. 

“Western channels like The Weather 
Channel or Weather Network are more 
well-known and give out a slight tinge 
of comfort, and they mostly focus 
on the music,” he writes. “Japanese, 
on the other hand, have little things 
to work with, as weather excerpts or 
broadcasts are scarce. The only thing 
is Japanese commercials, by sampling 
piano excerpts or simple beat.” 


Though Asutenki is deft at making 
cohesive experiences out of minimal 
meteorology, his discography features 
some exceptions to this formula—like 
the extended grooves of #2 or 
KAA K. These stylistic crossovers 
allude to some of the artist's 

many other aliases, which have 
influenced Asutenki as a project 

since the beginning. Inspired by other 
computergaze artists (like memory 
gateways and Infinity Frequencies, 
who also has a Local News side 
project), Asutenki says that making a 
specific track on his parallel project 
Virtual Polygon inspired the first 
Asutenki release, adding that it wasn't 
AS, 
that he “stumbled upon a commercial 


until the alias's third album, 





sample that gave me joy and new light 
to Asutenki.” 


ya 


Asutenki says that’s when he 
Tealized the project's potential and 
added it to his cryptic pantheon. 


“| go by different names. My main 
name is Noryokun,” he says. “Other 
ones like Samasukuru or Matsuchi 
for both future funk or French house 
branch, other ones like Virtual Polygon, 
Fractured Memories, and Good of 
$1 plays a significant role for my 
broken transmission/signalwave/ 
computergaze branch, some that are 
obscure like HIMEKO, Hitoribotchi, 
FutureXStoryline heavily focus on both 
broken transmission and dreampunk, 
and handful that are still unknown 
on where to put like Horium, Kyubisu 
Float, Advanced Superhighway, etc. 
Largely due to imperfect 
blueprint/foundation.” 


He continues; “There are countless 
of alias that I've made, and each 
have their own story... just follow 
the storyline I've made behind the 
aliases. All of aliases live in the 
same dimension as all have different 
agendas regarding the music genres 
or subgenres it's directly focused 
at. Asutenki is unique...it compiles 
many quantities of miscellaneous 
spanning from the early ‘80s to the 
millennium that only last mere minutes 
or seconds.” 


When searching for cover art for his 
climatewave albums, Asutenki says 
he usually searches “on Youtube, Nico 
Nico Douga, and Internet Archives, 
mostly ##°L UL} CM ‘80s-'90s or old 
broadcasts from TV Tokyo, Nippon TV, 
and NHK. 





“| do love the aesthetic it radiates,” 
he says of the art he ultimately 
produces, often the result of 
carefully chosen pieces from among 
many options. “It gives off a sense 
uncertainty, as you don't know what 
you're getting yourself into.” 


And first-time Asutenki listeners 
truly have their pick from an enigmatic 
lot of albums, which the artist has 
uniquely organized on his Bandcamp 
page after being inspired by the 
staggered geometry of 
telepath FL/\>—fEN#'s Virtual 
Dream Plaza project. Tucked away in 
this constellation of climatewave is 
perhaps Asutenki’s most ambitious 
release: the monumental 
UED DY Bi&, a 360-track release 
from this February that spans three 
equal phases of “Broadcast Starts/ 
Morning, Afternoon/Sunset, and 
Evening/Midnight” 


“UD Bif® was supposed to be a 
90-track album, and was set to release 
in July of 2018," Asutenki says. “During 
that timeline, | contemplated, ‘is it 
good enough, is it unique, does it make 
an impact on the subgenre, and does 
it put signalwave/broken transmission 
on the vaporwave map?’ ... Thus | 
challenged myself to make the longest 
album | can make. There were ups and 
downs while creating this gargantuan 
album as it was postponed numerous 
times, mostly rendering the album as 
it has the tendency to crash the whole 
DAW. To put it mildly: a pain in the ass.” 


But his vision pushed him forward. 


“| envision this project as hearing 
the entire broadcast crammed into six 
hours,” Asutenki says, the rough length 
of the album, “from morning till the 
broadcast concludes. As vaporwave 
stems from nostalgia, it play a large 
role on this album from a country 
you've never been to or the language 
you've never understood. | recommend 
that people should use their powerful 
tool of imagination while listening... 
view the tracks and along with other 
works how Eco Virtual puts it best: ‘It 
does not matter where it came from 
or who made it, only [whether] it takes 
you elsewhere somewhere distant 
from reality: It did give me a sense of 
serenity, no matter how short or long 
the tracks were.” 


‘IT DOES NOT MATTER WHERE 
1T CAME FROM OR WHO MADE 
1T, ONLY [WHETHER] IT TAKES 
YOU ELSEWHERE SOMEWHERE 
DISTANT FROM REALITY.’ 


While working on 360 tracks for 
over a year may feel like a climactic 
effort, the producer says his project's 
broadcast isn’t signing off just yet. 


“U4 D Bik is the final Asutenki 
album, covering from 1980 to 1999,” 
he says, teasing one last mystery, “but 
there are more than 200 samples that 
didn't make the cut, plus more album. 
covers that I've gathered. I've planned 
Asutenki to end at 2020, so | do 
intend to release all of the unreleased 
music...the unreleased albums can 
be redeemed through tracks or album 
covers within Asutenki or my other 
aliases. Note that they're hidden, so 
stay sharp, or you can wait till 2020 for 
amass release” 





A Method 
to Their 


Meteorology 


Producers may feel differently about the various 
ways climatewave gets characterized, but this 
prevailing sense of mystique is what ultimately 
unites otherwise self-contained climatewave styles. 
Eccodroid is the man behind eccoweather, a 2018 
release on Flamingo Vapor that, though it shares 
imagery from previously discussed albums, takes a 


wholly different approach to production, with original 


vocals inspired by the artist's own acclimatization 
with weathered media. 


“| was inspired to make eccoweather from my 
childhood memories, where | used to watch The 
Weather Channel and dream awake with the music,” 


the Argentinian producer writes. “But | wanted to give 


it a sentimental and sexy turn, more human. What if 
the weatherman could interact with us? What if he 
could hear us? What can make you feel part of the 
show itself?” 


Echoing Cosmic Cycler, Eccodroid discusses how 
his actual production method started by scouring 
YouTube for fresh source material before working in 
his own words. His process mirrors that of Alternate 
Skies, a producer who has elevated the climatewave 


movement with nearly a dozen prolific releases, from 


intentionally brief albums like Continental Update 
to creative collaborations like Digital Forecast with 
signalwave mainstay SPORT3000. 


What if the 
weatherman 
could interact 
with us? What 
if he could 
hear us? What 
can make you 
feel part of the 
show itself?” 


“| download them and organize them/, 
Alternate Skies says of his video culling 
method. “Most of the time I'll throw a 
sample on the left deck, see if | can 
come up with an audio loop | like, copy 
it to deck two, and start manipulating it 
from there. Trying to keep the two decks 
lined up, where the first deck is an 8 loop 
maybe, and I'll keep the songs playing 
on the second deck, and loop a separate 
part of the song. So sometimes, two 
parts of the same song are playing at the 
same time, but synced up. From there, | 
might throw on another riff on another 
deck while that's playing, so I'll have a 
little melody playing on the two decks, 
add another melody, throw some vocals 
in there, and then I'll just try and search 
my way through the vocals until | 
find something.” 
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Alternate Skies clarifies why he uses 
DJ software over a traditional DAW. 


“It's more fun this way. I'm not really 
clicking and dragging or anything like 
that. More like mixing it together live and 
choosing what parts to use to make a 
song...Another thing prevalent throughout 
my catalog would be something | 
consider an ‘offbeat’ loop or a more 
humanized sound versus a quantized 
‘one, I'm not too sure how many 
recognize this technique but it was first 
introduced to me through Internet Club. 
This aspect of the music end result, and 
process, is something | really enjoy, and 
at times find myself struggling with the 
most...but it is very satisfying to perfect 
a loop/sample edit that in your eyes 
otherwise would not work normally."* 


Alternate Skies also admits that this production 
style—more curatorial than compositional—can 
occasionally get repetitive. Asutenki, who found 


he had to work on O & 4) 0 Biff in waves to 

avoid fatigue, also discussed a similar feeling. 
Nevertheless, the prevailing sentiment is that this 
quality makes climatewave and its generic cousins so 


endearing, evocative, and authentic. 


“Unlike other vaporwave subgenres, signalwave or 
broken transmission, along with other microgenres, 
have a unique style of distinguishing the past via old 
recordings or found footage that your parents have 
recorded using VHS, while something like future funk 
on the other hand glorifies the past by inserting kicks 


and percussions,” Asutenki concludes. “[Signalwave] 


only utilizes the raw audio that was captured more 


than a decade ago, not fully drenched in vaporwave, 


but still retaining its core value: nostalgia” 
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*These quotes come 
from an extended audio 
interview between 
IndyAvant and Alternate 
Skies, who was kind 
enough to sit down 
with the Private Suite 
Podcast to talk about 
the future of the 
climatewave genre, the 
production of his work, 
where the inspiration 
and ideas come from, 
and an in-depth look 

at the history of it all. 
Hear the whole thing 
here. 
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S ixteen mainline releases for one producer may not be a rarity in the vaporwave 
community, but remaining active for seven years, helming numerous other (and older) 





aliases, and even dropping a Greatest Hits collection are achievements befitting only the 





genre's most inspired and integral 


S|AtAUTO, whose real name is Zach and whose other aliases include Tech Noir, Saint Pizza, 





Ichibancho and Zaturn Valley, is a Seattle-based producer with an eclectic catalog of styles 
outpaced only by his enthusiasm. Amongst his trove of triumphs is {llAndroid, an album whose 





recent vinyl remaster prompted Private Suite to chat with S|ATAUTO about the nuanced past 
and humanizing future of vaporwave 


















































PS: Perhaps we can start with an 
open-ended introduction. 
3|ALAUTO, how would you 
introduce yourself to our readers 
in one sentence? 


A: Creating music for 3|ALAUTO is my 
attempt to bring myself and the listener 
out of the complex and confusing robotic 
adult world of systems and into true 
life; the vibrations invite us to sonically 
resurrect and rebuild memories of 
childhood wonder and potential. 


PS: You've discussed the genesis 
and meaning behind your name in 
the past. How would you describe 
its significance now? Does it mean 
something different so long into 
your production time with it? 


A: | took moments of my life where 
| was yearning to chart the waters 
back to a home that no longer existed. 
| often found myself traveling alone, 
searching for value and meaning, lost, 
and surrounded by impersonal global 
enterprise. | reminisced on my time living 
in Germany, South Korea, California, and 
always felt disconnected. | used to drive 
a company car in Seattle, and took that 
as the idea for S|AFKAUTO (Company in 
Hangul/Korean and Car in German). What 
better way to communicate a disconnect 
than a name that embodied my Lost in 
Translation moments, moving, but never 
arriving. Truly vaporwave to its core. 


PS: I've long been impressed with the sheer range 
of your music and its themes. How does a new 
wave of sound come to you? How do you know 
you're ready to move on from it? 


A: | take a very ecclesiastical approach to music creation; 
seasons come and go and often slip through my fingers like 
sand. Sometimes | find a new toy washed on the beach of 
my bedroom studio, and | play with it to see what sounds 
can come out. Sometimes this toy is a new synth, other 
times it's an obscure sample from a song, or my vocals 
fed through effect pedals. My vagabond disposition in life 
extends to my genre-agnosticism. | truly love a wide range 
of styles from Franz Joseph Haydn to Yellow Magic 
Orchestra; juxtapositions of 19th century healing Christian 
hymns to the explicit ‘90s G-Funk. | know I'm ready to move 
on when | feel like I'm holding on to death, need to let go, and 
rebirth life; | know it's life when | feel the spirit move and 
my eyes open. 


PS: How does your existence as S|A[AUTO 
present itself in everyday life? That is to say, 
do you see this moniker’s career as a hobby? A 
mask? An alter ego? Or something else? 


A: | never feel like 3|AF(AUTO—the music creates itself 
when | allow enough time, space, concentration, and heart 
to quiet my nervous soul. | can then dance to the already 
present rhythms and harmonies around me. Music is 
something | tap into; | become $|A}AUTO when | listen. My 
natural inclination in life is to talk to understand while my 
music alias is me hearing to create 
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PS: | understand you have a lot 
of musical instruments. What 
does the procurement process 
look like for you? 


A: I've had seasons of procurement— 
usually seeing a friend or a favorite 
musician play a similar instrument. | 
purchased a telecaster because it's 
what Jonny Greenwood used, a jazz 
bass because Verdine White used one, 
a Korg EMX because | saw my Seattle 
electronic friend Vox Mod using one, 
Ableton Live Suite 9 because Jazzy 
Jeff and Flying Lotus used it—but more 
than copying folks, | am looking for 
unique sounds. This mostly requires 
listening to a ton of music and trying 
to diligently take note of parts ina 
song that | can sample (the bass at 
the 2 minute mark, the French horn 
40 second in). More than anything, 

I'm listening for distinct characters of 
sound | can use in a setting 


PS: Do you seek instruments 
to produce a certain sound, or 
do you let their sound inspire a 
certain production? 


A: Both. Often, a new instrument can 
open up a whole new range of sounds 
for me. Other times, | seek after a 
sound for hours only to find nothing. 
In my best moments, I'm playing 
around with something and have a 
eureka moment. 
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PS: What does your typical studio setup look like for 
any given album? How about the actual production 
process? 


A: I'm lazy so | like minimal set up. | used to be dirt poor and 
lived in a basement of a South Seattle apartment, and | often 
would sprawl all of my instruments (bass, synths, guitars, 
mics, midi keyboards, etc) on my bed. My Neon Beige, -Q-, and 
Hypermedia ~P@P~ albums were created in this environment. 
Lovers Pure was created in a week and was originally intended 
to be a Valentine's Mixtape. #lAndroid was created with only 
one midi keyboard and my computer when | was dog-sitting 
for my brother. My first two albums were actually created with 
only a Macbook inside of a McDonald's in Seattle. Informatique 
Metaphysique was created when | didn't have a home for a 
couple months in 2017. Nearly every album has had a different 
set up, scenario, equipment, and mindset. 


PS: A Dream Catalogue release is an arguable badge 
of honor in this community. How do you feel 
fliAndroid fits in which that label's ethos? What do 
you think of the new direction Dream Catalogue 

has taken? 


A: | only have good things to say about Dream Catalogue. | 
think the repainting of the album made it fit very well. It was 
unfortunately released with two other albums and was a 
bit overshadowed in my opinion. The trouble with releasing 
on any label that has a similar aesthetic is—what album are 
newcomers going to listen to? Many album covers look similar, 
have similar names, etc. The good thing is—if one is into what 
‘they hear, they could potentially buy the whole line up (and 
many folks do). The thing | do like about DC is that they highly 
vetted their releases, and it's an honor to be included with such 
quality artistry. | think they are going to try and reboot the label 
here in the future, | don't want to say too much, but I'm excited 
for what they do, hope them the best, and please remember me 
and my friends! 


PS: Let's talk about what you've been up to. Your album 
ilAndroid was first released in 2015 through Dream 
Catalogue, and last month it finally got a vinyl remaster on 
the label 422. What does the album mean to you now, three 
and a half years on? 


A: It's still my best work. Elements on /M were deeper, but as a 
whole, #/Android is my tightest and most focused work yet. It gives me 
encouragement that | can still make an album as good if not better. It 
represents a peaceful stillness to me, and a warm confidence that | want 
to return to for my next album. 


PS: I've been told filiAndroid was originally pitched as a very 
different concept album. Could you elaborate on this? What 
changed, and why? 


A: | was initially inspired to take Sufjan Steven's idea for a US state 
tribute album, and create a vaporwave version of that for Washington 
State. The original title was “Neo-Cascadia & The Northwestern 
Islands, 3402 CE” as | envisioned an eco-futuristic northwest that had 
been flooded by the oceans and had been developed into a futuristic 
archipelago megatropolis. The label didn't think the idea fit the aesthetic 
of their catalogue, so | quickly brainstormed other options. | was reading 
a lot of Philip K. Dick after one of my friends, Blaze, suggested some 
books to me—so | used that as a springboard 
for renaming. 

"Juan de Fuca” became "Numb. 18; “Manatee” became "WASH-35;, 

“A Dead Alien Found At Manzanita Beach, 3-45 A.M” became “KR-3; 
“To the Ashland Thespians Performing at the Allen Elizabethan Theatre” 
became “Floodhead 33ECO; “Oregon Trail [Beginning of the End or A 
Final Frontier]" became "Dolphin 5 [Pmac SEVcl, “OK Soda [Ponytail 

& Neckbeard]” became “Cryochamber.” You can still sense the pacific 





northwestern geography and atmosphere in many of these songs. It was 
my personalized childhood nostalgia turned vaporwave, then repainted 
to appease the label. 


PS: Your most recent new album, 
Informatique Métaphysique, is a 
triumph of collaboration. How did 
you seek out collaborators for that 
album? Any interesting stories 
from the collab process? 


A: 1am truly fortunate to have an 
amazing community of folks. | used to be 
a lonewolf with my Zaturn Valley project 
back in 2011, but ever since Internet Club 
and Ailanthus Recordings discovered my 
S|AFAUTO project in 2012, | was quickly 
taken into the Living Room Visions 
collective and network. There | met 
amazing artists such as Luxury Elite, 
Golden Living Room, Nmesh, Linckoln, 
Donovan Hikaru, Jono Mi Lo, George 
Clanton, Saint Pepsi (Skylar Spence), etc. 
This is the original of originals, and a very 
tight knit community, that despite 
ups and downs, waves, and streams— 
has essentially been the backbone of 
proto-vaporwave to present. | owe it to 
this network of amazing musicians for 
so much collaborational support and 
success. Truly appreciative. 
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PS: How do you view IM now 
almost half a year since its 
release? Where does your sound 
go from here? 


A‘ It feels like a combination of the 
grand White Album type (like Neon Beige) 
but filtered through tighter electronic 
production (like #lAndroid). It may not be 
as pithy as #lAndroid, but it does offer a 
consistent tone and mood. It represented 
an extremely, if not the most dark time 
of my life, as | delved into brokenhearted 
insanity and broke free from my 
own selfishness. 

IM stands as a redemptive narrative; 
months prior, | invited an entity into 
my psyche, merged it with shadow- 
self hunger, and felt more power than | 
had ever felt in my life. The entity was 
essentially a lesser manifestation of 
death, and although it opened up a 
delusion of “freedom, power, love,” it 
sought to wreck everyone around me 
including myself. IM speaks to that 
struggle and how to use the true heart 
of hearts to kill inner darkness, escape 
death, and heal. My hope is that my next 
album will focus on extending a message 
of hope outwards. | think a confused 
world needs encouragement and the 
knowledge that ‘You matter, your worth 
is great’ Beyond aesthetic, trends, and 
scenes, I'd really like to speak to a raw 
experience as | aim to create something 
more universally in tune with what it 
means to become a true human. 
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PS: A vaporwave producer with your tenure, plus 
consistency of quality, quantity, and diversity is a sure 
rarity in this scene. What does vaporwave mean to you 
now? What have you noticed from its evolution, especially 
recently? Where should it go next? 


A: I've said it time and time again: vaporwave is my generation's punk 
rock. Vaporwave is the post-Occupy Wall Street, post-Recession, post-"! 
graduated with a pointless degree,’ post-’middle finger to the system” 
critique of a global dehumanized infrastructure that didn't care about 
the individual; only consolidation of government and corporate power. 
That's how it felt. Adam Harper saw it as accelerationism towards the 
pit of annihilation. That's the negative side, but the positive counter was 
greater; | personally saw it as my chance to finally express my inner 
chaos and feeling of abandonment and have someone listen to it. 

Original vaporwave is a Postmodern Marxist deconstructionist 
critique that takes beautiful business scenery and shows its glitchy 
rotten underbelly. It's no coincidence that many of vaporwave's original 
founders were on the intersectional identity spectrum, avant garde, 
stretching the "known order” deeper into the unknown; these creators 
represent pioneers journeying into chaos, bringing findings back to 
the ordered masses to reveal prophecy. The music is on the edge of 
electronic experimentation, which was downstream of the culture the 
creators were in—the people behind the music sought not only the 
emancipation from social restriction, but also freedom and safety to 
create a new existence, whatever that be. 

These DIY artists, who found hope and humor in the images of 
the greedy gluttonous glamorous of times past, sought solidarity in 
laughing at this critique together. They used techniques similar to The 
Avalanches / DJ Shadow style of sampling, coupled with refreshing 
splashes of “aesthetic, architectural conceptions, future visions 
reified, fantasies become reality. Everything | say here has already 
been said. It was intended to take the system and turn it upside down. 
| personally saw it as my avenue to shout to the music industry ‘You 
don't think | matter? | don't need you. We will do this our way’—and we 
did things our way. 

Here's the secret irony to vaporwave: independent Marxist artists 
slowly became popular, started their own businesses, and became 
highly profitable in selling their craft. It's almost as ironic as cashing in 
on Che Guevara T-shirts—in trying to prove that the capitalist system 
was an evil joke, producers soon realized that the system still worked; 


they germinated from bedroom producer 
seeds to owning great vineyards of 
revenue. Streams of intellectual property 
and passive income proved to be fruitful 
to these young crypto-entrepreneurs. 
SPF420 put on web shows, netlabels 
started popping up everywhere, Portland 
cassette distributors, Kentucky and West 
Virginian designers, and anyone with 
a taste for DIY nostalgia got on board. 
Japanese and British trend-seekers dialed 
in as the winds picked up. 

I think this movement will continue 
to live on until it is properly recognized. 
Honestly, it may still be in its infancy, a 
kind of proto-punk state like The Stooges 
in 69. The beauty of it is that we killed 
it before it was born. Miles Davis saying 
“Jazz is Dead” was a nail in the supposed 
coffin for that genre; we merged that into 
our vapor milieu as an essential mission 
statement, nearly immortalizing the genre 
as a sort of vapor-ghost. "Vaporwave is 
dead: it's immoral and immaterial, like our 
chaotic fantasies 

I'm excited to see more folks 
do a couple things: take on vocal 
interpretations of vaporwave, create all 
original pieces, create new aesthetic. This 
is already happening and the scene is 
already evolving and has been since 
its inception. 





PS: | get the gist from earlier interviews that you've been 
in tune with the certain cultural message of vaporwave. 
Does it still hold relevance? 


A: Absolutely. It is the most relevant message of our age. 
This is only the beginning. Technology is advancing faster than 
human society or psychology. Who doesn't feel lost? Who doesn't 
feel nostalgic for the past? Who doesn't feel the absurdity of us 
going further down the Big Data Machine Learning Full Mind Soul 
Immersive Integration Singularity Nano-hole. It's here. Elon Musk 
ululates as the Digital Devil Leviathan engulfs him first before it 
crowns itself as king and causes us to bow down and worship the 
new <God antiHumanity={year.2022} />. Can you imagine it? The 
relevance is too real. 





To hear more from 3|4/AUTO, visit 42 for an addendum to 
this interview, featuring more info about flAndroid. 
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Introducing 42’, a specially curated vinyl club and 
record store by vaporwave fans, for vaporwave fans. 


Each month we select an Album of the Month, for April it was 
the genre classic #l/Android by S|A}AUTO. To get your hands 
on our limited edition blue marble viny! visit our online store. 


The A? Record Store is your one-stop shop for all things vaporwave. 

We stock a wide selection of established and new albums, 

more are being added every month. 

Even better: subscribe to our £* members program and receive free shipping 
on all A? store orders. Members also receive each Album of the Month 


at a reduced rate, save on shipping costs and other added rewards. 


Visit the AZ? store, and subscribe to our record club today! 
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It's no guarded secret that part of the human experience 
is the act of growing bored. Jaded with the day-to-day 
humdrum routine of ‘going through the motions’ or with 
one's craft, it is a necessary part of our experience that 
forces us to challenge rigidity and regulation. The norm. 
When we look ataestheticsasa visual medium, it 
becomes very apparent that it was birthed of boredom, 
and sought to do but one thing - exist, whether the rest 
of the world liked it or not. This isn’t uncommon of art 
movements, which often are born of the very same 
boredom and lack of inspiration found in what once was 
regarded as a muse. 


Looking back to the postwar era of the 50's and 60's, 
we find one such example of boredom-driven creativity 
in the movement known as pop art. From its origin in 
Britain, it didn’t take long for the style to find its way over 
to America. Artists were living in a time where there was 
not only political growth, but economic growth as well 
The television replaced the radio, entertainment as an 
industry experienced an exponential boom. People became 
commodities, products. Selling the likeness of a celebrity 
for use in publications and advertisements wasn't unheard 
of. As people became more influential to the process of 
advertising and being the face of a product, the more 
artists began to look at them as a useable medium. 


Much like the Dadaists generations before them, pop 
artists emerged to challenge what they thought of as 
a suffocating, stagnant social order, and did so in quite 
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a similar manner to the Dadaists. Not only did pop art 

ists mine influence and inspiration from the immediate 
environment around them, but they utilized that very same 
environment and aspects of it to bring their art to life, 
incorporating and critiquing everyday items that normally 
wouldn't garner a second passing glance. It was this 
commentary and mockery of everyday life that would help 
to garner the attention of such artists as Deborah Kass and 
James Rosenquist 


But before this, there was Eduardo Paolozzi. Paolozzi 
spent two years in Paris, from 1947 to 1949, a time 
which would come to influence his later art through the 
connections he made with artists such as Jean Arp and 
Georges Braque. It was only a few years later, in 1952, that 
he would help to co-found the short-lived Independent 
Group (IG), which sought to be a haven for like-minded 
(read: bored) artists to unite and challenge what they 
regarded as modernist approaches to culture. The artists 
of IG, fascinated with popular culture, began to introduce 
the idea of incorporating this consumerist driven culture 
with their art, thus ultimately creating what is regarded 
as the found object. This group would come to be the 
progenitors of pop art 


It was in 1952 when Paolozzi first displayed his collage 
| was a Rich Man's Plaything that the iconic POP! of pop 
art was first witnessed. And where he started, others 
soon followed. American Pop differed from British Pop- 
while both were an extension of Dadaism, the British 


pop art focused on how American 
popular culture was powerful and 
manipulative, and how it was able to 
influence entire lives. American pop 
art was a response that was about 
parody, irony, though sometimes 
more low-brow. pop art replaced 
what was the destructive nature of 
Dadaism with an “and that's how it 
is” kind of approach, commenting on 
and drawing attention to the growing 
society of consumers whose lives 
were dictated by product placement 
and advertising. 


Pop artists sought to downplay the 
idea of order and preciousness in art 
- they did so by the utilization of mass 
production methods such as screen 
printing and issuing multiple prints 
of pieces they had composed. They 
aspired to use bold colors that clashed 
and stuck out - pop art was not about 
being refined and sensible, and the 
artists wanted to be sure that the rest 
of the world knew that. They didn't 
care if it earned them resentment from 
the world of high art. Pop art ists were 
among some of the first to rely on 
memelike humor to really relate to the 
common man, towards whom their art 
was focused. 


Artists like Andy Warhol and Roy 
Lichtenstein sought to bridge the 
gap of fine art and mass culture by 
merging the two entities together with 
the utilization of multimedia collages. 
Again, the idea was to take the found 
object and re-contextualize it to evoke 
further thought. Pop art was heavily 
reliant on the use of logos and name 


brand imagery, a common thread we 
find in the earlier aspects of ae st 
hetics. Its reliance on media and 
current events as subjects allowed the 
movement to be a platform for social 
commentary. When asked about the 
pop movement's reliance on media 
and popular culture in general, Warhol 
responded, “in the future, everybody 
will be famous for fifteen minutes” 


But where does digital brutalism 
come into play with all of this? Think 
of it as the pop movement of today, 
driven by a culture of people who 
grew up immersed in technology. 
The intention here also lies in the 
deliberate act of being hard on the 
eyes, of not falling in line. Influenced 
by the architectural brutalist 
movement of the 50's, it treads ina 
realm of being intentionally raw and 
unadorned. Haphazard. In fact, it is 
the French brut, meaning crude, raw, 
unrefined, even gross, from which it 
gets its name. Sound familiar? 


Digital brutalism came to be seen 
as a reaction against artificiality. It's 
regarded as honest, daring. Drawing 
inspiration from the webpages of 
what we so endearingly call the 
“Old Internet’, it isn’t uncommon 
for it to be confusing to the eyes, 
intentionally utilizing bold colors 
against contrasting backgrounds. It 
isn't uncommon for it to be ugly, to 
use simplistic MS-Paint style charts 
and graphics, or system-default word 
art. In fact, it strives for that, much 
like vaporwave aesthetic in its earlier, 
more seapunk and witch house days 


(but those are conversations for 
another time). 


Much like vaporwave's aesthe 
tic movement, digital brutalism is 
still growing and developing. We see 
the influence both pop art and digital 
brutalism have brought toaesthet 
ic- visual commentary on consumer 
capitalism, cynical retrospectives on 
the American Dream, the tendency 
to bend and parody the logos of 
multinational corporations from Fiji 
to Pepsi, Sony to Sega. The reliance 
on memes, and the ‘found image’ 
that becomes the focus of an artist's 
collage. The very act of digital 
collage itself. Use of stark contrast, 
of the intentionally offensive comic 
sans font and the dependency on 
collective nostalgia to deliver the 
artist's message. As the dreams 
and promises of the 90s continue 
to crumble before our eyes, more 
and more artists are incorporating 
elements of digital brutalism into their 
personal aesthetics. 


The next time you look at an 
aesthetic piece, take a moment 
to observe its composition - the way 
certain elements are juxtaposed with 
each other. Ponder the arrangement of 
deliberate chaos, tied in with splashes 
of pop culture and memes. There's 
no denying the ways the three walk 
hand in hand. Perhaps you may even 
find yourself inspired to do some 
making of your own, in which case, 
the web is your oyster. Good luck, 
aesthetes. 
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I dreamt up the lime-green hills of a valley, — 
Skies as blue as those found in desktop wallpapers. 


Brian Duran-Fuentes 
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/Helios:Part 2 


Over the next few days, I researched what I could about any information I could glean 
from the disc. I had discovered that the names for the files, at least when crudely 
plugged into a search through Google Translate, roughly came out as “Lisa,” for the 
audio track, and “PICTURE” for the image. Whenever I closed my eyes, the haunting 
image of the crying Helios stared back at me. 


I had begun to sleep even more restlessly, the morphed version of what was now 
affectionately titled “Lisa” droning on in my dreams. Whenever I would sleep, I would 
hear it, and soon, I found myself exploring whatever dark place it was that Helios 
was a prisoner. Whenever I would approach it, Helios remained statuesque, whilst I 
was ever-reminded that time was running out, whatever that meant. 

My computer had also begun to act odd - programs would open, and the image file from 
the floppy often greeted me whenever I returned home from my mundane life in the real 
world. It was bothersome, and it honestly startled me a little bit, but it wasn’t 
until my breakthrough dream that I considered that maybe, just maybe, something odd 
was happening. 


“Tell the world. Don't say no. Don’t say no. Some say no. DON’T. SAY. NO.” In my 
dream I stood before the odd bust of Helios, weeping tears down his face as his bust 
sat alone in the dark. I remember staring upward at the giant personification of the 
sun god in this dark prison. It was when I placed my hand upon the rough stone, to 


feel the sticky, wet tears that a voice flooded my head. “Tell the world. Don’t say 
no. DON'T SAY NO. SOME SAY-“ 


Never have I been more grateful for an alarm clock’s screeching tone. Jarred back 
into reality, I listened to it for a few moments before hitting snooze and rolling 
over, letting the radio play me into another lull. Just a few more minutes, I 
thought, needing to settle from the odd dream I had just experienced. My head was 
sore, and with a yawn I rubbed my eyes, rustling in my sheets. As I listened to the 
song, drifting back into and out of slumber, I noticed something peculiar. 


It was with an uncomfortable hesitation that I sat up in my bed and listened. Turning 
to glance at my alarm clock I grabbed it, and held it to my ear. The sounds that were 
filling my room weren’t coming from it - and shakily, I put it back down, listening 
harder. 








/Helios:Part 2 


It was the damn song again. The song from the floppy. Now that it had saturated my 
dreams, it was spilling over into my waking life. 


/Helios:Part 2 


I inched towards my computer, turning on the monitor once more. As the screen blinked 
on, it was littered with staggered windows of the open file titled KAPTMHA. Countless 
windows were open - I right clicked on my task bar over image viewer, and selected 
close all, doing the same for the open audio file. 


My computer refused to close the files. My next thought was Task Manager - if the files 
wouldn't close, I'd force them. My hand was clammy on the mouse, and my head felt 
fuzzy. I wasn't sure if the garbled music was exacerbating it or not, but as I sat 
in front of my computer, trying to close the file, trying to get the damn thing to be 
responsive, I realized it just wasn’t happening. Before I noticed, I'd been sitting 
there for over an hour, and to be honest, I can’t remember exactly what I did before 
shutting down the computer - all I know is that in my frustration, I had mashed the 
power button, hustled off to get ready for work, and had gone out the door. 


I don't particularly dream, and even then, rarely remember it;on my ride to work, 
I contemplated this. What was the meaning behind it? Did it even have a meaning? 
Those thoughts were replaced with the worry that I had somehow managed to infect 
my computer with this obviously fake floppy which I regretted even purchasing. I 
assured myself this would be my last impulse buy, my head aching over the thought 
of the damage that had been done to my machine. “Thanks, Borys,” I muttered to 
myself, reaching to turn up the car radio, only to promptly shut it back off as the 
familiar riffs began to dance outward over the airwaves. As paranoia washed over me, 
I wondered how possible it was that the song from the floppy was following me. 


I couldn't stop thinking about the disk all day, so during my break, I shot another 
email over to Borys only to find that the email had bounced back. I then did what 
any questionably sane person would do - I obsessively searched for any trace of him 


online, only to find that whatever records there were of Borys Ihor were gone, like 
he had erased himself from the face of the Internet. I immediately went cold. What 


in the world was going on? Nausea washed over me again, and after another bad dizzy 
spell, I decided it was a good idea to call it a half day and go home. I hadn’t been 
sleeping well, and fatigue roughly tugged at my edges. I was coming undone. 
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When I arrived home, I sloughed off my clothes and took in a hot shower, hoping that 
would melt away my stress. I assured myself that floppy disks were an archaic medium, 
that something had likely happened to the disc during processing and handling, and 
that’s what had messed it up. The longer I soaked, the farther my thoughts wandered, 
and soon, I was puzzling out what could possibly be in the corrupted .rtf that 
accompanied the disk. 


But when I went into my bedroom to settle in, I had found the computer on, and in 
the same state as it had been when I woke up in the morning. “What the actual...” 
I muttered, this time legitimately frightened as I mashed the eject button on the 
floppy drive, only to find it refusing to spit out the disc. On droned the song, 
and open stayed the countless images of the data bent Helios, which I began to 
painstakingly close. 


As the screen cleared up, I soon found that the corrupted file sat open, hidden by 
all of the countless open instances of the picture and audio file. “Pass it on. Tell 
the world. Time is running out.” Beneath it, a list of names. My eyes immediately 
went to an entry on the text document, “CARL MASTERS”. What in all hell was my name 
doing there? The longer I stood before my computer, the more disturbed I became. I 
tried again to eject the floppy and this time, with success - but the disk was hot, 
almost heavy in my hand. 


What had that note said? What had that note that he sent with this cursed disk say?! 
I tried to look as casual as I could, fishing through the recycling until I found 
the folded piece of paper, and with a trembling hand I opened it to read it again. 


/Helios:Part 2 


THANK YOU. © W3BMHAWCE 


I sat on my stoop, fumbling with my smartphone as I flipped my keyboard over to 
Russian input and painstakingly located and plugged in the letters into an online 
translator. No sooner had I hit TRANSLATE did my stomach sink to its all-time low 
as I read the message that blinked back at me. 


I am free. THANK YOU. I'm sorry. 


I’m a grown man. I don’t normally believe in this kind of thing, but something told 
me that this Was real, that this wasn’t some hoax. 

I had to be rid of it. I had to be rid of this disc immediately. If I could just do 
that, I too, would be free. 
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I attached a few images I had on my phone of random floppies, and then snapped one of 
the HELIOS floppy and I waited. And waited. 


Inwardly I cursed my impulsiveness, I cursed Borys Ihor, if that was even his real 
name. As I went back into my bedroom, I unplugged the computer, refusing to look at 
the monitor. I refused to be tormented by paranoia and failing technology. I tried 
to rationalize with myself that I was just stressing out - work had been piling up 
lately, and I hadn't been taking care of myself. This was just paranoia. I could sleep 
it off and I'd be fine. And for hours, I went back and forth on a see-saw of believing 
that Helios had a message that he wanted to spread. 

Until I fell asleep. 


As dreams descended upon me, I was once more standing in front of the corrupted 
Helios, his mouth gaping, gasping words out slowly. “Do you understand? It’s all in 
your hands. It’s all in your head. DON'T SAY NO.” 

“What do you want?!” I hollered, looking around for an exit from this oddly 
lucid dream. 

“Some say no. DON'T. SAY. NO. WE CAN GO ON.” 

The skipback and reverb of the haunting track mounted on itself, over and over again 
until I was jarred from the dream by my alarm clock once more. 


My inbox was barren. Nobody had been interested in my mystery box post, and now it 
was time to return to the mundane corporate world of data entry. My fatigue was 
evident, but I was determined to be rid of this disk. At lunch I opted to rest my 
eyes and doze off, forgoing food. 


It was there that Helios greeted me again, urging me to share the word, to spread 
the word. After all, it was all in my hands. 


I fished through the posts on the VCC to find mine, and gave it a bump, gave it 
visibility. My patience was shot, and I told myself that the first person to respond 
to the post would be the next victim of this disc - a thought which frankly, is not, 
and has never been, like me. 


A passing wave of relief washed over me when I had found a reply to my post and 


immediately, I engaged them. Was this what Borys had done? Had he been haunted by 
the droning cries that were incorporated into what used to be a song I enjoyed? .. 
were the screams those of people whose time had run out? Those who had disobeyed 
Helios’ request to tell the world? 
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Is this what he had meant when he said no questions? I had so many questions for 
Borys, and I tried many times to find him online, knowing that I wouldn’t find 
anything - just like before. And then a thought crept into my mind as I stared at 
this floppy disc. ...What if Borys Ihor had never existed in the first place? 
Anxiously, I scrawled down the information of the disk’s new recipient, assuring 
myself that I too would be free of the torment of this odd little disc. I dreaded 
sleep, and could feel it yearning for me as I hastily shoved the disc into its new, 
manila home, sealing it away. That’s the last thing I remember before I awoke, 
bleary eyed in front of my computer. 


Helios stared back at me through the corrupted frame, his image seemingly more 
warped and disturbed, his trail of tears longer. We were familiar friends at this 
point, and laughing, I could only sigh to him. “I know..I know..soon, just...wait a 
little longer...” 


/Helios:Part 2 


Every motion took such effort. It had been so long since I had gotten a decent 
night's sleep - my batteries running on empty as I remained on a bizarre autopilot 
of motions. Freedom was around the corner, all I had to do was pass it on. I shrugged 
on a robe and fumbled with the parcel. I wanted it out of my house, out of my life; 
I just wanted to sleep. It was early - the sun hadn't even began to climb the sky 
yet. I hopped into my car and floored it to the closest mailbox. 


My car radio droned on quietly, the static of dead air filling my car before the 
recognizable track that had haunted me for days now began to play. “Make your move.” 
It urged. “I AM! I AM! JUST LEAVE ME THE CHRIST ALONE!” I began to sob, turning down 
the radio to find it had no effect. As I reached my destination, I all but flung the 
disk into the mailbox, hoping that would afford me immediate relief. 


Emaline was disappointed to find the parcel so small, but she had only paid five 
dollars to be shipped the thing, so while she did feel ripped off, she was intrigued 
by the bright pink floppy that popped out of the envelope she'd been mailed. 


/Helios:Part 2 


“Helios?” she repeated, reading the disc as she flipped it over in her hand before 
sitting down at her computer and popping it into the ancient disc drive. 
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“This better be worth it...” Emaline placed the headphones over her ears, sighing 
in annoyance. 


/Helios:Part 2 


On her television, a news report carried on in the background. “Officials are still 
working to puzzle out a bizarre missing persons case. 
Carl Master ERT ES a g work Wednesday afterno 
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when my parents were bratty teens like their parents before them. Tonight it would be 
unlocked for the first time since 2012. 


| parked the van and looked around. With the lot to myself! could have stopped closer to 
the Macy's mall entrance, but | wanted to take some time to enjoy the ambience and think 
for a minute. | rarely get to think when ona job. 


I never really questioned why this place fell into such disarray (apart from the obvious 
loss of anchor tenants and decrease in traffic). | always found something to do here 
when | was younger, whether it was play at the arcade, look at the clothes | could never 
afford, or just nurse the same milkshake for an hour before it became soup. Entertaining 
sixteen-year-old me didn't take much. 


l adjusted my optical vizor and attached it to the dashboard-mounted network. The 
dashboard hummed to life, bringing into focus the sky blue light of my visor’s browser. 
The old Windows startup sound rang in my headphones; it sent a buzzing tingle down my 
spine that the standard issue startup tone just couldn't provide. 


After | logged in, the optical reticle finished calibrating, and soon my eyes moved across 
the screen, highlighting whatever | looked at. Then | opened the dossier on Charavale. 


It outlined the deed, the title and all the relevant information from its opening to its 
inevitable foreclosure. After decades of declining sales and empty retail spaces, 
Charavale received their foreclosure notice. People had suspicions that the mall might 
be in trouble once Sears closed. This left the large two-story mall with only three anchor 
stores. | remembered walking though Sears once or twice to get to the rest of the mall. 

| had no reason to shop in Sears. JCPenney and Macy's had better selection and prices. 
There was just something about Sears that made their clothes appear cheap. Maybe it 
was the fact that just a floor above the clothes you could get some appliances and power 
tools? The fact you could get so many different products at the same store made some 
sections feel less valued, at least in my mind. 


Two years after Sears left, JCPenney closed and Charavale was left without another vital 
anchor to keep the lights on. By 2010, the mall was hanging by a thread, with Macy's as 

its last anchor. After Macy's left in 2012, the mall was in freefall. Of the one hundred three 
retail spaces in the mall, it was up to the four biggest to keep this place afloat. 


The biggest shame was that at no point did this mall ever have a prime. From what! read 
in the reports, the mall always had some retail space available. At most. it had eighty five 
spaces leased. Impressive, if you ask me, but most of those were either revolving door 
stores—niche shops that would sell obscure knick knacks and trinkets—or up-and- 
coming small businesses from the local area. Of course, this wasn't the kind of town that 
was vibrant with unique ideas. At one time or another, the mall housed four different 
spray paint T-shirt stands and three different turquoise jewelry shops. 


| logged off and powered down my console. I'd seen enough. | downloaded the layout to 
my wrist mounted pad and, opening up the back of the van, suited up for a long night. 
The property's new owners had asked me to do a thorough investigation of Charavale to 
assess the budget for their remodel. 


loaded the mall's blueprints onto my visor and grabbed the surveillance drones—three 
softball-sized droids that, when activated, hovered above my perimeter and scanned the 
harder to reach areas. | synced them up and tucked their camera feeds into a minimized 
tab. Without a direct command they kept circling roughly three feet overhead, like gnats. 
And just as annoying. 
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The faint blue light they gave off felt surreal. The dim lighting cast my shadow in an aura 
of cyans. Even after nearly a decade of having the drones at my disposal, | never got over 
how otherworldly they were. | ran a preliminary test to see if all of them were functioning 
normally. Three clicks followed by three chirps told me they were. 


Finally opening the door took three good pulls. Without the hydraulic door assist—plus 
the years of rust encrusted on the hinges—it felt like it weighed a ton. The second pair of 
doors took only two pulls, the scraping sound of metal on bare concrete echoing into the 
empty store space. 


entered what once was Macy's. The faded lettering on the face of the wall above the 
entrance was the only hint to the identity of the shopfront. | had my drones expand their 
search radius to about ten feet and turned on their lights. The LED flashlights whirled 
around me and lingered on objects of interest, scanning and analyzing them before 
moving on. 


Nothing of use remained. When Macy's left, they took everything that wasn't nailed down, 
including racks, rugs, and even the glass cases for the jewelry. As the stale air lingered 
around me, | slid my filtered mask over my nose and mouth. With the months of rain there 
was bound to be mold. I clicked over to one of the drones and took manual control. Using 
its lenses to see, | had it venture off. 





The remaining drones covered my right flank and rear while the drone | operated 
investigated the ceiling for mold and moisture. Its report showed signs of medium hazard 
molds, various stains of unknown origins, and water. The vents and some areas of the 


ceiling were soaked and the watermarks in other areas showed Stage 3 (or greater) | i 
damage. tH {Hf f 


| recorded the levels in my report and switched the first drone back to its orbit, checking 
back on the others. One was already in the main foyer outside the Macy's mall entrance. It 

led through three massive concrete arches with a polished marble floor lined with brass 

which sloped into a small ramp upwards to a grand foyer. . 

As my footsteps echoed through the corridor, my flashlight caught the dancing dust 

particles. | walked up to the central elevator shaft at the opposite end of the foyer, a faded SSE 
“Out of Order” sticker was plastered over the two sliding doors. | shined my light up the 


shattered glass shaft and saw it stopped at the second level, where long vines encircled 
and wove over the spiderwebbed surface, climbing to the top. 





Looking up, | saw a growing, dripping stain on the bottom of the second floor walkway. | 
heard the sound of trickling water further down the walkway, it hit me and | walked briskly 
back to the foyer, making a note in my log. Leaving it vague, | wrote that the second level 
elevator corridor had severe water damage. There was no way for me to safely get up to 
the second level. If what | thought was happening was in fact happening, an exposed area 
of the ceiling had been letting in a ton of water. 


| went towards Macy's and turned back toward the elevator, pointing my light to the 
second level, and sure enough | sawit. A patch of the night sky with a bright moon beamed 
into the food court escalator shaft. While the sound of water dripped in my ear, the sound 

| heard in my mind was the sound of clinking coins being added to a more expensive 
renovation bill. | imagined the look on these investors faces when they heard that they 
needed to replace the entire section of floor and probably rebuild the support structures 
for the second level. But it wasn't really my problem at the moment; | was just the 
messenger. 


I made my way towards the left corridor and down towards the Bergner's anchor wing. 
Drones close by, | started my inspection along the left-hand side. Stopping at each rental 
space, | looked for any notable damages, missing pipes. copper or wiring. Without any 
outstanding markings, signs or shelves, all of the rental spaces looked the same. After 
three or four stores it just became mechanical with all the problems | saw; mold, faulty 
wires, missing copper pipes, sub-standard ventilation etc. 





Soon | approached the food court. The wide open plaza gave way to a checkered floor of 
cracked salmon pink and speckled turquoise tiles, the kind of horrible clash of color that 
could only exist in the late ‘80s and early ‘90s. The court had an asymmetrical, oblong 
shape, a carousel of restaurants snaking around its the edge, generic pictures of food 
outlined in long-broken neon signs between them. 


Walking along the outer ring of the food court, | looked inward to the sea of dusty chairs 
and tables. Laminated spackled surfaces of funky spirals rolled over my eyes. The sharp 
splashes of neon pink and seafoam green clashed with my sense of color and time, as 

if a God's Eye formed in that uniform sea of metal and polished wood. It paralyzed me, 
forcing me to gaze deeper into the void of swirling dust kicked up by my mere presence. 


The familiar sound of the dripping water snapped me back to reality when | was met with 
a glow of moonlight. The glow was around the bend of the food court opposite of where 

I came in. rounded the corner and was taken aback by what | saw. In the small alcove 

of the escalator, half broken and rotted away by time and disrepair was a vibrant and 
lush micro jungle of mallivy and plants. Fed by the constant sun and water, the vines 
stretched up towards and out of the gaping hole left in the ceiling. | called one of the 
drones to survey the area and had another one take some pictures while | looked around 
the base of this biome to determine the extent of the damage. | could only imagine what 
this looked like with heavy rain. It must look like a real waterfall, cascading rainbow and 
everything like on the cover of an old Natty G, | thought. 


Seeing the exposed gears and belts of the long dead escalator, | took a closer look at 
just how intertwined they were. Carefully, | removed one of the panels and had the last 
drone shine its light down the shaft of the landing platform. Met with a mess of roots and 
tangle that leaked in from the plants, | saw the marble base where the mall plants were 
originally potted had begun to sprout over the lip of the base and crawled outward. 


As | flashed my light about, | saw a patch of moss had grown on the rubber belt rail. 
After over twenty years, these docile shrubs and decorations had made a dent into this 
escalator, and, perhaps with another twenty years a tree would take root. 


| laughed at the thought of someone from the parks department coming to take a nature 
survey for the world’s smallest ecosystem. Recalling the drones, | walked back, this 
time continuing on the guided path of the food court. | looked at some of the vacant food 
places on this pass, trying to recall what exactly was here. | passed by the first stall and 
recognized the white polished tile walls at once: Quenchers Smoothies, a cozy little 
time capsule that seemed frozen in time even when the mall was open. Recalling the 
solid white lettering on black for the menu with a generic assortment of fruit for their 
smoothies, | remembered the picture being very faded, as if it was already aged all those 
years ago. 


For the longest time, the space next to it was a McDonald's. Even without checking the 
logs, | knew it had been here when the mall opened. In the later years, a Burger King 
replacedit.. It’s all the same really, both places were laid out the same way. When Burger 
King moved in, nothing inside had to be moved or added (save for a logo swap). 


I smiled as | reminisced upon the hours me and my mall rat friends wasted arguing 
about which of the two were better. | was of the opinion McD's had the superior fries and 
chicken sandwich while my friends would argue that the burgers from Burger King were 
best. Back and forth and so on until the mall would close, greasy wrappers littering our 
table while we discussed what, at the time, mattered most to our sixteen to twenty-five 
year old brains, which often included such pivotal gems like ‘who would win ina fight: 
Superman or Goku? or ‘which Sailor Scout would you date?’as if any of our pimply, 
sweaty faces would woo fictional Japanese magical girls. 


As | chuckled to myself, the empty void carried it clear across the food court, following 
meas | made my way out. | cataloged the condition of these rental spaces and the overall 
condition of the court, but my mind kept going back to those days. | turned and walked 
back into the sea of tables and chairs. Strangely enough, they were all still out and left 
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almost untouched this whole time. 
Judging by the thick layer of grime, it was safe to assume they hadn't moved in nearly 
twenty years. 


For the first time since | stepped into Charavale Mall, | felt like an outsider disturbing a 
long forgotten tomb. The notion may sound ridiculous, considering I've been in much older 
buildings and inspected houses built before | was born. And! was no stranger to this 
place; I'd walked this path many times before, when | was young. Hell, even when! wasa 
young adult. | bought burgers and fries from that McDonald's and pizza from the Sbarro. | 
was no stranger, so why did | feel like one? Somehow when | thought on it, the rosy feeling 
of those memories began to grey over, much like the dust on the once-vibrant tables of 
the food court. | felt a tightness in my chest and swallowed a hard knot in my throat. The 
dust must have gotten to me. Quietly, | made my way back to the main corridor. 


The next few spaces in my inspection had a laundry list of tenants. The first one started as 
a Zumiez, became a Sam Goody, which became a Club Libby Lu and then, in the final years, 
had turned into a store | could be proud of and visit regularly: Otakopolis. 


Harold Darrow, the owner of Otakoplois, was in my graduating class back in high school. 
He was a tall, with a tuft of brown curly hair that ran down his back in the years following 
graduation. | knew almost nothing about him, until | became a regular at the shop. 


It was a hole in the wall kind of hobby shop where people could by retro and vintage anime 
and movies along with collectables and other memorabilia. | would spend weekends and 
afternoons here when | could. Over the years, Harold would expand his business into the 
world of Magic: The Gathering and comics before moving out of the mall. While tenants and 
merchants came and went, Harold miraculously stayed longer than some national chains. 
However, in the end he left just the same. Last | heard he still ran the shop with his son in 
downtown Belvidere. 


| stepped inside to check it out and was surprised to find the carpeting still installed. | 
looked further down the elongated rental space to see the shelving units were still here 
too. It would seem Harold could only afford to move his merchandise and left nearly 
everything else behind. | could almost picture the layout of the old shop. At the front 

he would greet you while standing behind the counter as he sifted through the latest 
expansion of Magic: The Gathering to pick out the value cards and put them behind the 
glass case. Down alittle further were comics he had meticulously sorted: Marvel, DC 
and miscellaneous graphic novels that didn't fit under the two superhero publishers. In 
the middle row were racks of manga sorted alphabetically. | never liked how Harold only 
kept the latest issues in stock. | understood that he needed to, but | was never a fan of the 
softcore porn some newer series would advertise. 


Besides, my focus was on the very back of the store, where one side of the wall would 
contain what was affectionately called "the bulk bin” of Magic cards. Here I'd spend entire 
weekends sifting through cards Harold couldn't put behind the case and sold for fifty cents 
apiece. The cards were stored in cardboard segmented boxes and put on racks, and each 
of those boxes contained about three thousand cards. 


The boxes may have left, but the shelves remained. Instead of holding cards, they now 
held dust. | scanned the back of the store and noted any structural problems. It seemed 
the further away from the Nat Geo waterfall | went, the better shape these places seemed 
to be in. As | turned to leave, my eye caught something tucked away in one of the shelves. 

| pointed my light to see a faded beige box with a glint of black: | was almost in disbelief at 
what | found. 


Nestled in the old, dusty wooden shelves was an antique 1998 Virtual Resort AR Headset. 








Windows =1o) x! 






Tam forever grateful 






























For the sights you've provided me 

For the souls I was able to glimpse 

I was born out of a mistake 

And taking was always hard for me because of that 
Taking in the sense of accepting something else inside me ; 
Language and reading came late for me, 

As a result I was never good at giving, 

For you can’t give what you don't have 

By dividing and abstracting the world, 

You've spoon fed me the things I long. 

A voice without a face, 

A sound without a source, 

A soul without a corpse. 

Tam, but I am divided 

For the world is now too much for me. 

Sounds, images, inputs and outputs, 

The multimedia of reality, 

Overbrims my senses. 

Digital dreams, 

The only ones that are there at the reach of my fingertips, 

Shall satisfy my desires, 

Till the day comes, 

The day when I'll be forced to face the concrete harshness 

Of my own rotting body, with its failing pipes and corrupted cpu. 
Till that day comes accept my loving embrace 

And I shall too, 


Be forever nothing but a digit for others to compute. 
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